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A VOYAGE OF CONSOLATION. 

CHAI'TER I. 

IT seems inexcusable to remind the public that one 
bas writtcn a book. l'oppa says I ought not to feel that 
way about it--that he might just as well be shy about 
rcferring to the baking soda that he himself inventedm 
but I do, and it is with every apology that I mention it. 
I once had such a good rime in England that I printed 
my ex30eriences, and at the very end of the volume it 
seemed necesry to adroit that I was engaged to Mr. 
Arthur Greenleaf l'age, of Ya]e Collcge, Connecticut. 
I remember thinking this was indiscreet at the rime, 
but I felt compelled to bow to the requirements of fic- 
tion. I was my own heroine, and I had tobe disposed 
of. There seemed tobe no alternative. I did not wish 
to marry :Mr. :Mafferton, even for literary purposes, and 
I,eter Corke's suggestion, that I should cast myself over- 
board in mid-ocean at the mere idea of living anywhere 
out of :England for the future, was autobiographically 
impossible even if I had felt so inclined. So I committed 
the indiscretion. In order that the world might be as- 
sured ttmt my heroine married and lived happily ever 
1 
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afterwards, I took it prematurely into my confidence 
regarding my intention. The thing that occurred, as 
naturally and inevitably as the rain if you leave your 
umbrella at home, was that withn a fortnight after my 
return fo Chicago my engagement fo X[r. Page termi- 
nated; and the evcn more painful consequence is that I 
feel obllged on that account to refer to if again. 
Even an American man bas his lapses into unreason- 
ableness. Arthur especially encouraged the idea of my 
going to England on the ground that t would be so 
for,native. ][e sald that fo gaze upon the headsman's 
block in the Tower was in itself a liberal education. 
As we sat together in thc drawing-roomwmomma and 
Ioppa always prcferrcd the sitting-room when Arthur 
was there--he used to gild all our future with the cul- 
ture which I should acquire by actual contact with the 
hoary traditions of Great ]ritain. ]:Ie advised me ear- 
nestly fo disembark af Liverpool in a receFtive and ap- 
preclatve, rather than a critical and antagonistic, state 
of mind, fo endeavour to assimilate all that was worth 
assimilating over there, remembering that this nfight 
give me as much as I wanted to do in the rime. I re- 
member he expressed himself rather finely about the 
only proper attitude for Americans visiti,g ]ngland 
bcing that of magnanim]ty, and about the claires of n- 
ship, only once removed, fo our forbearance and affec- 
tion. Ite put me on my guard, so fo speak, about only 
one thlng, and that was spelling. American spelling, 
he said, had become national, ad attachment to it 
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ranled next to patriotlsm. Such words as " color » 
" program" " center," had obsolete English forms which 
I could only acquire at the sacrifice of my independ- 
enc% and the surrender of my birthright to make such 
improvements upon the common language as I thought 
desirable. And I know that I was at some inconvenience 
to mention « color" " program" and " center" in sev- 
eral of my lctters just to assure Ir. Page that my 
orthography was hot in the least likely to be under- 
mined. 
Indced, I took his advlce at cvery point. I hope 
I do not presume in asking you to remember that I did. 
I know I was receptiv% even to pcnny buns, and somc- 
timcs simply wild with appreciation. I round it as 
easy as possible to subdue the critical spirit, evcn in 
connection vith thlngs whlch I should never care to 
approve of. I shook hands with Lord [afferton with- 
out thc slightest personal ndignation with him for being 
a peer, and remember thinking that if he had been a 
duke I should bave had just the saine charity for him. 
Indeed, I xvas sorry and ara still sorry that during the 
our months I spent in England I didn't meet a single 
duke. This is less surprising than it looks, as they are 
]nown to be very scarce, and at least a quarter of a mil- 
lion Americans visit Great :Britain every year; but I 
should like to have known one or two. As it vas, four 
or rive knghts--knights are very thick--one baronet, 
:Lord :Mafferton, one marquis--but we had no conversa- 
tionone colonel of militiaæ one Lord ]Kayor æ and a 
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IIorse Guard, tank unknown, comprise my acquaintance 
with the aristocracy. A duke or so would have com- 
pleted the set. And the magnanimity which I would 
so villingly bave stretched to include a duke spread itself 
o,er other :British institutions as amply as Art]mr could 
bave wished. When I saw things in IIyde Park on 
Sund«y that [ was compe]led to find excuses for, I 
thought of the tvrant's iron heel; and when I was 
obliged to overlook the superiorities of the titled great, 
1 reilected upon the difficulty of walking in iron heels 
without inconveniencing a prostrate population. I 
should defy anybody to be more magnanimous than I 
was. 
As to thc claires of kinship, onl S once removed, to 
out forbearance and affection, [ never so much as sat 
out a dance on a staircase v«ith Oddie Pratte without 
recognising them. 
It seems ahnost incredible that Arthur should hot 
bave been gratified, but the fact remains that he was 
not. Anyone could see, after the first hall hour, that 
he was not. During the first hall hour it is, of course, 
impossible to notice anything. We had sunk to the 
level of generalities when I happened to mention 
Oddie. 
" He had darker hair than you have, dear," I said, 
« and his eyes were blue. ot sky hlue, or china hlue, 
but a kind of sea blue on a cloudy day. 1:le had rather 
good eyes," I added reminiscentlv. 
« Had he? " nid Arthur. 
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'" But your noses," I xvent on reassuringly, " were 
hot to ho compared with each other." 
" Oh! " said Arthur. 
" Ho was so impulsive! " I couldn't help smiling a 
little at the recollection. " :But for that matter they 
ail were." 
" Impulsive " asked '\rthur. 
" Yes. Ridiculously so. They thought as litllc of 
proposing as of aslçing onc to dancc." 
" Ah! " said Arthur. 
" Of course, I ncver accepted any of thcm, even 
f,»r a moment. But they had such a way of taking 
thing for grantcd. Why one man actually thought 
I was cngaged to him! " 
" Really! " said Arthur. " May I inquire" 
" :No, dear," I replied, "I think hOt. I couldn't 
ell anybody about it--for hls sake. It was all a silly 
mistake. Some of them," I added thoughtful|y, " were 
very stupid." 
" Judging from the specimens that fnd their way 
over here," Arthur remarked, " I should say there vas 
plenty of room in their heads for their brains." 
Arthur was sitting on the other side of the fireplace, 
and by this time his expression was aggressive. I 
thought hls remark unnecessarily caustic, but I did not 
challenge it. 
" Some of them were stupid," I repeated, " but they 
were nearlv all nlce." And I went on to say that what 
Chicago people as a whole thought about it I didn't 
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know and I didn't care, but so far as my experience 
wcnt the English were the loveliest nation in the 
world. 
"A nation like a box of stravberries," ][r. lage 
suggested, " all the big ones on top, all the little ones 
at the bottom." 
" That doesnt matter to us," I replied cheerfully, 
" we never gct any further than the top. And you'll 
adroit there's a great tendcncy for lïttle oncs to shake 
down. It's only a question of tiret. They've had so 
much time in England. ¥ou sce the effects of it ever N- 
where." 
":Not at all. ]3y no means. Out llttle strawberries 
fise," he dcclared. 
" Do they? Dear me, so they do! I suppose the 
American law of gravity is different. In England they 
would certainly stalle at that." 
Arthur said nothing, but his whole bearing ex- 
pressed a contempt for puns. 
" O.f course," I said, "I mean the loveliest nation 
after Americans." 
I thought he might have taken that for granted. 
:[nstead, he looked incredulous and smiled, in an observ- 
ing, superior way. 
" Why do you say ' ahfter '?" he asked. His tone 
was sweetly acidulated. 
"Why do you say ' affter '?" I replied smply. 
"Because" he answered with quite unnecessary 
emphasis, "i the part of the world I corne from every- 
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body says it. :Because my mother bas brought me up 
to say it." 
" Oh," I said, looking af the lamp, "thcy say it like 
that in other parts of the world too. In Yorkshire--and 
such places. As far as mothers go, I must tell you 
that momma approves of my pronunciation. She 
likes it better than anything else I bave brought 
back with me--even my tailor-mades--and thinks 
it wondcrful that I should bave acquired it in tho 
time." 
"Don't you think you could remember a little of 
your good old American Doesn't it seem to corne back 
to you?" 
All the Wicks hate sarcasm, especially from those 
they love, and I certainly had hot outgrown my fond- 
ness for ]Ir. :Page at this time. 
" It all came back to me, my dear Arthur," I said, 
"the moment you opened your lips! " 
At that hot only :Mr. :Page's features and his shirt 
front, but his whole personality seemed to stiffen. He 
sat up and ruade an outward movement on the seat of 
his chair which signified, " 3[y bat and overcoat are in 
the hall, and if you do hOt at once retract" 
" lather than allow anything to issue from them 
which would imply that I was hot an American I would 
keep them closed for ever," he said. 
"¥ou needn't worry about that," I observed. 
":Nothing ever will. But I don't know why we should 
glory in talking through our noses." Involuntarily I 
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played wlth my engagement ring, slipping it up and 
down, as I spoke. 
Arthur rose with an expression of tolerant amuse- 
ment--entircly forced--and stood by the fireplace. He 
stood beside it, with his elbow on the mantelpiece, not 
in front of it with his legs apart, and I thought with a 
pang how much more graceful the .merican attitude 
VaSo 
" IIave you corne back to tell us that we talk through 
our noses " he asked. 
" I don't like being called an Anglomaniac," I re- 
plied, dropping my ring fronl one finger to another. 
Fortnnately I was sitting in a rocking chairthe only 
one I had hot been able to persuade momma to have 
taken out of the drawing-room. The rock was a con- 
siderable relief to my nerves. 
"I knew that the cockneys on the other side were 
fnd of inventing fictions about what they are pleased 
to call the 'American accent,' " continued Mr. Page, 
with a scorn which I felt in the very heels of my shoes, 
" but I confess I thought you too patriotic to be taken 
in by them." 
" Taken in by them " was hard to bear, but I thought 
if I said nothing at this point we might still bave a 
peaceful evening. So I kept silence. 
" Of course, I speak as a mere product of the Mneri- 
can Constitution--a common unit of the democracy," 
he went on, his sentences gathering wrath as he rolled 
them out, " but if there were such a thing as an Ameri- 
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ean accent, I think l've lived long enough, and patrolled 
this little Union of ours extensively enough, to hear it 
by this time. But it appears to be necessary to reside 
four months in England, mixing freely with earls and 
countesses, to detect it." 
" Perhaps it is," I said, and I may bave smiled. 
"I should hate to pay the price." 
[r. Page's tone distinctly expressed that the society 
of earls and countesses would be, to him, contaminating. 
Again I ruade no reply. [ wantcd the Ameri«an 
accent to drop out of the conversation, if possible, but. 
Fate had willed it otherwise. 
"I sai, y'know, awfly hard luck, you're havin' to 
settle down amongst these barbarians again, bai Jove! " 
I ara not quite sure that it's a proper terre for use 
in a book, but by this rime I was mad. There was crit- 
cism in my voice, and a distinct chill as I said com- 
posedly, " You don't do it very well." 
I did not look at him, I looked at the lamp, but there 
was that in the air which convinced me that we had 
arrived at a crisis. 
"I suppose not. I'm not a marquis, nor the end 
man at a minstrel show. I'm only an American, like 
sixty million other Anlericans, and the language of 
Abraham Lincoln is good enough for me. But I sup- 
pose I, like the other sixty million, emit it through my 
"I should be sorry to contradict you," I said. 
Arthur folded his arms and gathered himself u i 
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until he appeared to taper from his stem like a ftorist's 
bouquet, and all the upper part of him was pink and 
trembling with emotion. Arthur may one day attain 
corpulence; he is already well rounded. 
"I need hardly say," he said majestically, " that 
when I did myself the honour of proposing, I was under 
the impression that I had a suitable larynx to offer 
you." 
" You see I didn't know," I murmured, and by acci- 
dent I dropped my engagement ring, which rolled upon 
the carpet at his feet. :lIe stooped and picked it up. 
" Shall I take this with me. " he asked, and I said 
" By all lueans." 
That was all. 
I gave ten minutes to reflection and to the possibility 
of Arthur's coming back and pleading, on his knees, 
to be allowed to restore that defective larynx. Thon I 
went straight upstairs to the telephone and rang up the 
Central office. When they replied "Hello," I said, in 
the moderate and concentrated tone which we all use 
through telephones, " Can you glve me New York? " 
Poppa was in :New York, and in an emergency poppa 
and I always turn to one another. There was a delay, 
during which I listened attentively, with one eye closed 
--I believe it is the slgn of an unbalanced intellect to 
shut one eye when you use the telephone, but I needn't 
go into that--and presently I got New York. In a few 
minutes more I was accommodated with the Fifth 
Avenue l=[otel. 
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" 'Ir. T. P. Wiek, of Chicago," I demanded. 
" Is his room number Sixty-two? " 
That is the kind of mind which you usually final 
attached to the :New York end of a trans-Anlerican tele- 
phone. But one does hot bandy words across a thousand 
mlles of country with a hotel clerk, so I merely re- 
sponded: 
" Very probably." 
Thcre was a pause, and thon the still small voice 
came again. 
"Mr. Wick is in bed af preseat. Anything im- 
portant ?" 
I rcflcctcd that while I in Chicago was spcaking to 
the hotcl clcrk at half-past nine o'clock, thc hotel clcrk 
in :New York was speaking to nm at eleven. This in 
itself was enough to makc our conversation disjointed. 
" Yes," I responded, " it is important. Ask Mr. 
Wick to get out of bed." 
Suflàcient rime elapsed to enable poppa to put on hi. 
clothes and corne down by the elevator, and then I 
heard: 
"Mr. Wicl is now speal«ing." 
" Yes, poppa," I replied, "I gess you are. Your 
old American accent cornes singing across in a way that 
no member of your family would ever mistake. But 
you needn't be stiff about it. Sorry to disturb you." 
Poppa and I were often personal in our intercourse. 
I had hot the slightest hesitation in mentioning his 
American accent. 
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"Hello, Marnie! Don't mention it. tVhat's up? 
House on tire?. Water pipes burst? Strike in the 
t'itchen? Sound the alarm--send for the plumber-- 
raise Gladys's wages and sacl Marguerite." 
" My engagement to Mr. Page is broken. Do you 
gct me? What do you suggest?" 
I heard a whistle, v«hich I cannot express in italics, 
and then, confidentially: 
"]'ou don't say so! Bad break?" 
" Very," 1 responded firmly. 
"Ay details of lire disaster arailable? Wlmt?" 
" Not at present," | replied, for it would have been 
diflïcult to send them by telephone. 
I eould hear poppa considering the matter at the 
other end. ][e coughed once or twiee and ruade sonle 
indistinct inquiries of the hotel clerk. Then he ealled 

rny attention again. 
" Hello ! " he said. 
abroad. Always done. 
ad tle other places. 

"On fo ,Je? All right. Go 
Paris, Venice, Florence, Rome, 
l'll stand in. Germanic sails 

Wed,esdays. Start by nigl, t train to-morrow. Bring 
momma. We can get Ger,anic in good slape ad ten 
miracles to spare. Rigld?" 
" Right," I responded, and hung up the handle. 
did hot wish to keep poppa out of bed any longer than 
was necessary, he was already up so much ]ater than 
was. I turned away from the instrument to go clown 
stairs again, and there, immediately behind me, stood 
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" Well, really! " I exclaimed. It did hot occur to 
nie that the privacy of tclcphonic colnlunication be- 
tween Chicago and New York was hot inviolable. :Be- 
sicles, there are moments when one fecls a little annoycd 
with one's momma for having so lightly undertaken 
one's existence. This was one of them. :But I decided 
hot to express it. 
"I was only golng to say," I remarked, " that if I 
had shricked it would have been your fault." 
"I knev evcrythiug," said momnm, " the minute 
I heard him shnt the gare. I came up immediately, and 
all this tilne, dear, you've been confiding in us both. 
[y dear daughter." 
Momma carries about with ber a well-spring of sen- 
tilnent, which she did hot bequeath to me. Iii that re- 
spect I take ahuost entirely after my other parent. 
" Very well," I said, " theu I won't have to do it 
again." 
Her look of disappointment eompelled me to speak 
with decision. "I know what you v«ould like at this 
juneture, momma. You'd like me to get down on the 
floor and put my .hcad in Four lap and weep all over 
your new brocade. That's what you'd really enjoy. 
]ut, under eireumstanees like these, I never do things 
like that. :Now the question is, can you get ready to 
start for Europe to-morrow night, or have you a head- 
ache eoming on? " 
Momma said that she expected [rs. udge Simmons 
to tea to-morrow afternoon, that she hadn't been think- 
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ing of it, and that she vas out of nerve tincture. At 
least, these were hcr principal objections. I said, on 
mature consideration, I didn't see why Mrs. Simmins 
shouldn't corne to tea, that there were twenty-four hours 
for all necessary thinking, and that a gallon of nerve 
tincture, if required, could be at ber disposal in ten 
minutes. 
" Bcing Protestants," I added, " I suppose a convcnt 
wouldn't be of any use to us--what do you think. " 
[omma thought she could go. 
Thcre was no nccd for hurry, and I attendcd to only 
ont other marrer bcfore I wcnt to bed. That was a com- 
mmfication to the Herald, which I sent off in plenty of 
rime to appcar in the morning. It was addressed to the 
Society Editor, and ran as follows: 
" The marriage arranged between Professor Arthur 
Greenleaf Page, of Yale University, and 5[iss Mamie 
Vick, of 1453, Lakeside-avenue, Chicago, wilI hot take 
place. [r. and Irs. Wick, and 5Iiss Wick, sail for 
Europe on Vednesday by s.s. Germanic." 
I reflcctcd, as I closed my eyes, that Arthur was a 
regular reader of the IIerahl. 



CHAPTER II. 

WE met poppa on the Germanlc gmlvay, his hat 
n the back of his head and one finger in each of his 
waisteoat poekets, an attitude whieh, with him, always 
betokens eoneern. Tlle vessel was at that stage of de- 
parture when the people who bave been turned off are 
feeling injured that it should have been done so soo.n, 
and apparently only the weight of poppa's personality 
on its New York end kept tlle gangvay out. As we 
drove up he appeared to lift his little finger and three 
dishevelled navigators darted upon the cab. They and 
we and our trunks swept up the gangway together, whieh 
immediately elosed behind us, under the direction of 
an extremely irritated looking Chier Offleer. We re- 
tmited as a family as well as we eould in eonneetion 
with uneoiled ropes and ship discipline. Then poppa, 
with his wateh in his hand, exelaimed reproaehfully, 
well in hearing of the Chier Oflïcer, "I gave you ten 
minutes and you had ten minutes. You stopped at 
:Huyler's for candy, l'll lay my last depreciated dollar 
on it." 
[y other parent looked guiltily at some oblong boxes 
tied up in white paper with narrow red ribbon, which, 
15 
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innocently 
to us both. 
arguments. 
" Dcar 
us and the 
gcthcr this 
Amcriea ! 
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cnough I considcr, enhance the value of lire 
But she ignored the charge--momma hates 

roc! " she said, as the space widened between 
docks. " So we are all going to :Europe to- 
morning! I can hardly remise it. Farewcll 
IIow interesting lire is." 

" Yes," replied poppa. " And now I guess Fd better 
show you your cabins bcforc it gets any more inter- 
esting." 
We had a cahn evening, though nothing would in- 
duee momma to think so, and at ten o'clock Senator 
J, P. Wiek and I were still pacing the deck talking 
business. The moon rose, and threw Arthur's shadow 
across out conversation, but we looked at it with pre- 
cision and it moved away. That is one of poppa's most 
comforting characteristics, he wonld as soon open his 
l)osom to a shot-gun as to a confidence, tic asked for 
details through the telephone merely for bravado. As 
a matter of fact, if I had begun to send them he would 
]lave rung off the connection and said it was an acci- 
dent. We dipped into politics, and I told the Senator 
that while I considered his speech on the Sih-er Compro- 
mise a credit to the family on the whole, I thought he 
had let himself out somewhat unnecessarily at the ex- 
pense of the British nation. 
"We are always twisting a tai]," I said reproach- 
fully, " that does nothing but wag at us." 
This poppa reluctantly admitted with the usual refer- 
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enee to the Irish vote. We both hoped sincerely that 
any English friends who saw that spcech, and paused 
to remise that the orator was a parent of mine, would 
consider the number of Irish resident in Illinois, and 
the amount of invective which their feelings require. 
Poppa doesn't really know sometimes whether he is him- 
self or a shillelagh, but whatever his temporary political 
capacity he is never ungrateful. IIe went on to give me 
the particulars of his interview with thc Prcsident 
about the Chicago Post Office, and then I gra:lutllly 
unfolded my intention of preparing our fol'eign expcri- 
ences as a family for publication in book form. While 
I was unfolding it poppa esed me askance. 
" Is that usual? " he inquired. 
" Very usual indeed," I replie& 
" I meanunder the circulnstances? " 
" Under what circumstances? " I demauded boldlv. 
I knew that nothing would induce hiln to specify them. 
" Oh, I only meant--it wasn't exactlv my idea." 
" What was your idea--exactly ? " It was mean of 
ae to put poppa to the blush, but I had to define the 
situation. 
" Oh," said he, with unlooked-for heroisln, "I was 
basing my calculations with reference to you on the dis- 
tractions of change--Paris dry-goods, rowing round 
Venice in gondolas, riding through the St. Gothard 
tunnel, and the healing hand of time. ! don't intend 
to give a. day ]ess than six weeks to it. I'm lookiug for- 
ward to the tranquilising effect of the antique some 
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myself," he addcd, hedging. " I find these new self- 
riscrs that we've undcrtaken te carry almost more than 
my tcmperalncnt tan stand. Thcy went up frein an out- 
put of five hundred dollars te six hundred and fifty 
thousand, and back again inside seven days last luonth. 
l'lu lookillg forward te exalnining SOlnething that hasn't 
nloved for a couple of thousand years with considcrable 
pleasure." 
"Poppa," said [, ignoring the self-risers, "if you were 
as particular about thc quality of your fiction as you are 
about the quality of your table-butter, you would know 
that the best hcroincs noyer have recourse te such meas- 
urcs new. Thcy are silnply obsolete. Except for my 
literary intention, I should be ashalncd te go te Europe 
at all--undcr the circumstances. But that, you see, 
brings the situation up te date. I transmit my Euro- 
pean impressions through the prism of damaged affec- 
tion. Nothing could be more modern." 
" I see," replied poppa, rubbing his chin searchingly 
v«hich is his manner of expressing sagacious doubt. IIis 
beard descends frein the lower part of his chin in the 
loug unfettered Alnerican manner, without which it 
is impossible for Punch te indicate a citizen of the 
United States. When he positively disapproves he pulls 
it severely. 
"But Europe's been done before, you know," he 
continued. " In fact, I don't know any continent more 
popular than Europe with people that want te publish 
books of travel. It's been done before. » 
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" Never," I rejoined, " in conncction with you, 
poppa ! " 
Poppa relnoved his hand from his chin. 
« Oh, if I'm to assist, that's quite another aneedote," 
he said briskly. "i didn't understand you intendcd 
to ring me in. Of course, I don't mean to imply thcre 
is any speeial prejudiee against books of travel in Eu- 
rope. About how many pages did you think of run- 
ning it to " 
" My idca was threc hundrcd," I rcplied. 
" .\nd how many words to a pagc? " 
" Two hundred and fifty--lnore or less." 
" That's scventy-five thousand words! 1-'rctty big 
undertaking, if you look at it in bulk." 
" Wc shall have to rely upon monture," I rcmarkcd. 
1-'oppa's expression disparagcd the idea, and ho began 
to feel round for his bcard. 
" If I were you," he said, "I wou]dn't place much 
dependence on momma. She'll be able to give you a 
fcw hints on sunsets and a pointcr or two about the 
various Venuses, likely--she's had photogn'aphs of sev- 
eral of theIn in the bouse for years--but I expect it's 
going to be a question of historical fact pretty often, 
and moinina von't be in it. Not that I want to choke 
moinIna off," he continued, " but she will necessitate 
a whole reference library. And in some parts of Eu- 
rope I believe they charge you for every pound of lug- 
gage, including your lunch, if you don't happen to bave 
concealed it in your person." 
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" We'll have to pin her down to the guide-books," 
I remarked. 
" That depcnds, l've always understood that the 
guide-book market was largely controlled by Mr. Mur- 
ray and Mr. ]3acdeker. Also, that [r. 5[urray writes 
in a rein of pretty lofty sentiment, while [r. ]3aedeker 
is about as interesting as a directory. 'ow where the 
right emotio is included at the price I don't see the 
use of momma, but when it's a question of I3aedeker 
we might turn her on. See?" 
" I»oppa, '' I replied with emotion, " you will both 
be invaluable. I will bid you good-night. I believe 
the electric light burns ail night long in the smoking- 
cabin, but that is hot supposed to indicate that gentle- 
rnen are expected to stay there till dawn. I see you 
have two tIavanas left. That will be quite enough for 
one evening. Good-night, poppa." 



CHAPTER III. 

ALn the way aeross momma implored me to become 
reeoneiled to Arthur. In extrelne moments, vhen it 
was very ehoppy, she eomposed telegrtmts on lines whieh 
were to drive him wild with eontritidn without eom- 
promising my dignity; and when I suggested the difll- 
eulty of tampering with the Atlantie eable in mid-oeean 
without a diving machine, she wept, hinting that, if I 
were a true daughter of hers, things would never have 
eome to sueh a pass. A[y position, from a filial point 
of view, was most trylng. I could not deny my re- 
sponsibility for momma's woesshe never left her eabin 
yet I was powerless to put an end to them. 'oung 
women in novels have thrown themselves into the arms 
of the wrong man under far less parental pressure, but 
although it was indeed the hour the man was not avail- 
able. Neither, sueh was the irony of eireumstanees, 
would out innnediate union have affeeted the motion 
in the slightest degree. But although I presented these 
eonsiderations to momma many rimes a day, she ad- 
hered so persistently fo the idea of promoting a happy 
reunion that I was obliged to keep a very eareful eye 
on the possibility of surreptitious messages from Liver- 
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pool. Once on dry land, howevcr, momma saw her 
duty in anothcr light. I nlight say that she swallowcd 
her principlcs with the first meal she really enjoyed, 
aftcr which she cxprcssed hcr conviction that it was best 
to let thc dcad past bury its dcad, so long as the obse- 
qics did hot nccessitate hcr immediate rcturn to 
America. 
I was looking forward immensely to observing the 
Senator in London remelnbering the effectit had upon 
my own imagination, but on out arrival he conducted 
himself in a manner which can only be described as non- 
«,mmittal. IIe went about with his hands in his pockets, 
snloking large cigars with an air of reserved criticism 
that vasfly impressed the waiters acquiescing in straw- 
berry jam for breakfast, for example, in a manner which 
aid that, although tb.is might be to him a new and 
colnplex custom he was acquainted with Chicago ones 
much more recondite, tIis air was superior, but mod- 
esfly so, and if he said nothing you would never sup- 
pose it was because he had nothing to say. tIe meant 
to give Great Britain a chance before he pronounced 
anything distinctly unfavourable even to her steaks, 
and in the meantime fo remelnber what an up-to-date 
American owes to his country's reputation in the hotcls 
of a foreign town. 
tic was very much at hls case, and I saw him look- 
ing at a couple of just introduced Englishmen embark- 
ing in conversation, as if he wondered what could pos- 
sibly be the matter with them. I ara sorry that I can't 
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say as much for my other parent, but belote monarchical 
institutions niomma weakened. She had moments of 
terrible indecision as to how to do her hair, and I ara 
certain it -,vas hot a matter of indifference to her that 
she should make a good impression upon the hcad butlcr. 
Also, she hesitated about examining the mountcd 
Guardsman on duty at Whitehall, pffcferring to walk 
past with a casual glance, as if she wcre accustomed 
to see things quitc as wondcrful every day at home, 
whereas nothing to approach it has ever existed in Ameri- 
ca, except in the imagination of :Mr. ]3arnum, and he 
îs dead. And shopwalkers patronised her. I congratu- 
lated myself sometimes that I was there to assert lier 
dignity. 
I nmst be permitted to generalise in this way about 
our London experiences because they only lasted a day 
and a half, and it is impossible to get many particulars 
ïnto that space. It was r'eally a pity we had so little 
time. Nothing would have been more interesting than 
to bring monnna into contact with the l:'octs' Corner, 
or introduce poppa to the tIouse of Lords, and watch the 
effect. I ara sure, from what I knov of my parents, 
that the effect would have been crisp. But we decid¢.d 
tiret six weeks was hot too nmch to give to the Conti- 
nent, also that an opportunity, six weeks long, of absorl,- 
ing Europe is not likely to occur twice in the average 
American lifetime. We stayed over two or three trains 
in London, however, just long enough to get in a back- 
ground, as it were, for our Continental experiences. 
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The weather was typical, and the background, froln an 
artistic point of view, was perfect. While hot prccisely 
opaque, you couldn't see through it anywhere. 
When it became a question of how we were to put 
in the tire% it seemed to momnm as if she would rather 
lie down than anything. 
" You and )-ur father, dcar," she said, "might drive 
to St. Paul's, when it stops raining. I-Iave a good look 
at the dome and lry to bring me back the sound of the 
echo. It is said tobe vcry weird. See that poppa doesn't 
forget to take off his hat in the body of the church, but 
he might put it on in the Whispering Gallery, where 
it is sure to bc draughty. And remember that the 
neral coach of the Duke of Wellington is clown in the 
erypt, darling. You might bring me an impression of 
that. I think Fil have a eup of choeolate and try to get 
a little sleep." 
" Is it," asked poppa, "he coach whieh the Duke 
sent to represent him at the other people's funerals, or 
the one in whieh he attended his own ? " 
" You ean look that up," momma replied; " but mv 
belief is that it was presented to the Duke by a grateful 
nation after his demise. In whieh case he eouldn't pos- 
sibly bave used it more than once." 
I looked at momma reprovingly, but, seeing that 
she had no suspicion of being humorous, I said nothing. 
The Senator pushed out his under lip and pulled his 
beard. 
" I don't know about St. Paul's," he said; "wouldn't 
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any other impression do as xvell, momma? It doesn't 
seem to be just the weather for crypts, and I don't sup- 
pose the hearse of a military man is going to make the 
surroundings any more cheerful. ]Now, my idea is that 
when time is limited you've got to let some things go. 
I'd let the historical go every time. I'd let the instruc- 
tive go--we can't drag around an idea of the British 
ZIuseum, for instance. I'd let ancient associations go 
--unless you're particularly interested in the parties 
associated." 
I thought of the morning I once spent pcking up 
details, traditions, and remains of Dr. Johnson in vari- 
ous parts of the West Central district, and privately 
synpathised with this view, though I felt compellcd to 
look scvere, h[omma, who was now lying down, dis- 
sented. What, then, she demanded, had we crossed 
the ocean for? 
" Rather," said she, " where time is limited let us 
spread omselves, so to spcak, over the area of culture 
available. This morning, for example, you, husband, 
might ramble round the Tower and try to picture the 
various tragedies that bave been enacted there. ¥ou, 
daughter, might go and bring us those impressions from 
St. Paul's, while I will content lnyself with observiu 
the nmnners of the ]ritish chambermaid. So far, I 
must say, I think they are lovely. Thus, each doing 
what he can and she can, we shall take back with us, as 
a family, more real benefit than we could possibly obtain 
if we all derived it from the saine source." 
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" No," said poppa firmly. "I take exception to 
your theory right there, Augusta. Culture is a very 
harmless thing, and there's no rcason why you shouldn't 
take it in, till your back gives out, every day we'r 
h(.l'e. Ilut I consider that we've got the article in ver s 
good shapc in our little town over there in Illinois, ara 
pcrsonally I don't propose to go nosing round after i 
in Europe. x.nd as a family man I should hate to be 
dividcd up for any such purl)ose." 
'" Oh, if you'rc going to steel yoursclf against it, 
ln)" loyer" 
" Now, what Bramlev said to me the day beforc 
we sailed was thisNo, I'm hOt steeling myself against 
it: my every porc is open to it--Bramley said" 'Your 
rime is limited, you can't sec cverything. Verv well. 
Ste thc unique. Keep that in mind,' he said; 'the 
unique. And you'll be surprised to fiml how very 
little therc is in the world, outside Chicago, that is 
unique.' 
" Applying that rulc," continued the Senator, stroll- 
ing up and down, " the things to sec in Londou are the 
Crystal Palace and the Albert [emorial. Especially 
the Albert hemorial. That was a man who played 
second iîddle to his wife, and enjoyed it, all his lire 
. long; and there he sits in :[Iyde Park to-day, I under- 
stand, still rcceiving thc respectful homage of the na- 
tionthe only case on record." 
" Westminster Abbey would be much better for 
you," said nlomnla. 
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" Don't you think," I put in, " that if momnm is 
to get any sleep. " 
" Certainly. Now, another thing that ]ramley sald 
was, 'Look here,' he said, ' remember the Unattainable 
Elsewhere--and get it. You're likely tobe in London. 
:Now the Unattainable Elsewhere, for that town, is gen- 
tlemen's suitings. For style, price, and quality of goods 
the London tailor leads the known universc. Wick,' 
he said--he was terribly in earnest--' if you have one 
lwur in London, leave your measurc! ' " 
" Iii that case," said momma, sitting up and ascer- 
taining the condition of ber hair, "you would like me 
to be with you, love." 
Now, if niomma doesn't like poppa's clothes, she 
always gives them away without telling him. This 
would be thought arbitrary in England, and I bave 
certainly known the Senator suddenly reduced to great 
destitution through it, but America is a free country, 
and there is no law to compel us to see our malc relations 
unbecomingly clad against our will. 
" Well, to tell the truth, .oEugusta," said poppa, " I 
'ould. I'd like to get this measure through by a unanl- 
mous vote. It will save complications afterwards. :But 
are you sure you wouldn't rather lie down ? " 
]Iomma replied to the effect that she wouldn't mind 
his golng anywhere else alone, but this was important. 
She put ber gloves on as she spoke, and her manner 
expressed that shc was equal to any personal sacrifice 
for the end in view. 
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Colonel ramley had given the Senator a sartorial 
address of repute, and presently the hansom drew up 
bcfore it, in Piccadilly. We went about as a amily in 
one hansom or sociability. 
" Look here, driver," said poppa through the roof, 
" bave we got there ? " 
The cabman, in a dramatie and resentful manner, 
pointed out the number with his whip. 
" Therc's thc address as was given to ne, sir." 
" Well, there's nothing to get mad about," said 
poppa sternlv. " I'm looking for Mareus Trippit, tailor 
and outfittcr." 
" It's all right, sir. All on the brass plite on thc 
door, sir. I eau ste it puffickly from 'cte." 
The eabman seemed appeased, but. his tone was still 
remonstrative. 
We all looked at the door with the brass plate. It 
was flanked on one side by the offices of a house agent, 
on the other by a superior looking restaurant. 
" There isn't the sign of a tailor about the premises," 
said poppa, " except his name. I don't like the look of 
that." 
" Perhaps," suggested momma, " it's his private ad- 
dress." 
" Well, I guess we donæt want lo eall on lIrcus, 
espeeially as we've got no proper introduction. Driver, 
that isn't lIr. Trippit's place of business. It's his 
home." 
e ail craned up at the hole in the roof at once, 
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like young'birds, and we all distinctly saw the driver 
smile. 
" No, sir, I don't think 'e'd put it up like that that 
'e was a tyler, hot ou 'is privit residence, sir. I think 
you'll find the business premises on the fust or second 
floor, likely." 
" Where's his window?" the Senator demand«d. 
" Where's his display? No, I don't lhink llareus will 
do for lne. I'm hot eonfiding enough. Now, you don't 
happen tobe able to reeonlmend a tailor, do you? " 
" Yes, sir, I ean take you to a gentlenlan that'll turn 
you out as 'andsome as need be. Out 'Ampstead way, 
e is.  
The Senator smiled. " .bout a three-and-sixpenny 
rare, eh? " he said. 
" Yes, sir, ail of that." 
" I thought so. I don't mind the three and sixl)ence. 
You can't do much driving where I corne from undcr a 
dollar; but we've only got about twenty-four hours for 
the ]3ritish capital altogether, and I can't spare the 
time." 
"Suppose he drives along slowly," suggested 
m o ni ni a. 
" Just so. Drlve along slowly until you eome to 
a tailor that has a shop, do you see? _And a good-sized 
window, with waxwork figures in it to show off the 
goods. Then let me hear from you again." 
The man's expression ehanged to one of eheerful- 
ness and benigaity. " light you are, sir," he said, and 
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shut down the door in a manner that suggested entire 
al)l)reci;tion of the circumst.nces. 
"I think wc can trust him," said poppa. Inside, 
thcrcforc wc gave ourselves np to enjoment of what 
momma callcd t],e varied panorama around us; while, 
outside, the cabman passcd in critical review hall the 
gcntleman's outfitters in London. It was momma who 
iimflly brought him to a halt, and the establishment 
which inspircd her with confidence and emulation was 
inscribed in neat white enamelled letters, Court Tailors. 
As we cntercd, a pcrson of serous appearance came 
forward from the rear, by no means eagerly or inquir- 
ingly, but with a grave step and a great deal of deport- 
ment. [ fancy he looked at momma and me with slight 
surprise; then, with his hands calmly folded and his 
head a little on one side, he gave his attention to the 
Senator. :But it was momma who broke the silence. 
" We wish," said momma, " to look at gentlemcn's 
suitings." 
" Yes, madam, certain]y. 
hesitated in the embarrassed way only affected in the 
very best class of establishments, and I felt at ease at 
once as to the probable result. 
" For this gentleman," said momma, with a wav( 
of her hand. 
The Senator, belng indicated, acknowledged it 
" Yes," he said, " I'm your subject. :But there's jusî 
one thing I want to say. I haven't got any use 
Court suit, because where I lire we haven't got any 
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for Courts. :My idea would be something aristocraic in 
quality but democratic in cut--the sort of thing you 
would make up for a member of Mr. Gladstone's family. 
I)o I nlake myself clear? " 
" Certainly, sir. Ordinary morning dress, sir, or is 
it evening dress, or both Will you kindly stcp this 
way, sir? " 
" We will all step this way," said momma. 
" If would be a morning coat and waistcoat thcn, 
sir, would it hot? And trousers of a different--some- 
what lighter---" 
" Wcll, no," the Scnator replied. " Somcthing I 
could wear around pretty much all day." 
:My cahn regard forbade the gcntlema's outfittcr to 
stalle, evcn in the back of his head. 
" I think I understand, sir. :Now, here is something 
that is being a good dcal worn just now. :Beautiful 
finish." 
" N-otlling brownish, thank yotb" said momnla, with 
decision. 
" o, madam? Tllen perhaps you would irefcr tllis, 
sir. $Iore on tlle iron gray, sir." 
" That would certainlv be more becoming," said 
m«mlma. " And  like that invisible line. ut ifs 
rather too woollv. I'm afraid it wouldn't keep its ap- 
pcarance. Wllat do you think, Mamie?" 
" Oh, there's no woo[liness, madam." The gentle- 
nlan.'s outfltter's tone implied that wool was the last 
thing he would care to bave anything to do with. " 
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the nap. And as to the appearance of these goods"-- 
°0" l 
he smiled shvhtly well, ve put our reputation on 
them, that's all. I can't say more than that. :But I 
have the saine thing in a smooth finish, if you woul, l 
prefcr it." 
" I think I would prefer it. Wouldn't you, [amie ? " 
The man brought the saine thing in a smooth finish, 
and looked interrogatively at poppa. 
" Oh, I prefer it, too," said he, with a profound as- 
sumption of intelligent interest. " Were you thinking 
of having thc pmts ruade of the saine nmterial, Au- 
gusta? " 
The gentleman's outfitter suddenly turned his back, 
n(l stood thus for an instant struggling with something 
like a spasm. ]nowing that if there's one thing in the 
wor]d momma hates it's the exhibition of poppa's sense 
of humour, I walked to the door. en I came back 
they were measurlng the Senator. 
" Will you bave the American shoulder, sir . 5[ost 
of our customers prcfer it." 
" Will, no. The English shaulder would be more 
of « novelty on me. You see I corne rom the United 
States mysclf." 
" Do you indeed, sr, " 
The manncrs o some tailors might be emulated in 
Englnd. 
" Tails are a little longer than they were, sir, and 
wastcoats cut a trifle higher. Not more than hall an 
inch in both cases, sir, but it does make a difference. 
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lqoxv, with reference to the coat, sir; will you have it 
finished with braid or not? Silk braid, of course, sir." 
" Augusta " demanded the Senator. 
" Is braid de nouveau? " asked momma. 
'" :Not precisely, madam, but the :Prince certainly bas 
worn it this season while he didn't last." 
" Do you refcr to Wales?" asked poppa. 
" Yes, sir. IIe's very generally mcntioned simply 
as 'The :Prince.' His Royal tIighness is very con- 
servative, so to speak, about such things, so when he 
takes up a style we generally count on its lasting at least 
through one season. I can assure you, sir, the :Prince 
bas appeared in braid. You needn't be afl-aid to ordcr 
it." 
" I think," put in momma, " that braid would mke 
 very neat finish, love." 
Poppa walked slowly towrds the door, eonsidering 
the marrer. With his hand on the knob he turned round. 
" No," he said, " I don't think tht's reason enough 
for me. Ve're both men in publie positions, but l've 
got nothing in eommon with Wales. l'll bave a plain 
hem." 



CIIAPTER IV. 

" IF tlere's one tlfing I hate," said Senator Wick 
several rimes in the discussion of our plans, " it's to sec 
a citizen of thc Unitcd States going round advertising 
himsclf. If you analyse it, it's a mean thing to do, for 
it's no more a virtue tobe born American than a fault 
tobe born anythilg clse. I'm proud of my nationality 
and my income is a source of satisfaction fo me, but  
don't intcnd to brandish either of them in the face of 
urope." 
It was this pnciple that hd induced poppa to buy 
tourist ticlets second elass by rail, first elass by steamer, 
all through, like ordinary English people on eight or 
nine hundred a year. Momma and  thought it rather 
noble o him ld resolved to lire up toit if poible, 
but when he brought forth a large paeket of hotel 
coupons, guaranteed to produce overything, including 
the deepest respect of the proprietors, at ten shillings 
and sixpence a day apieee, we thought he was mang 
an unnecessary sacrifice to the eelings o the non- 
American travelling publie. 
" Two dollars nd a hal a day " momma ejaeulated. 
" Were there no more expensi'e ones " 
3 
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" If there had been," poppa confessed, "I would 
have taken them. But these were the best they had. 
And I understand it's a popular, sensible way of travel- 
ling. I told the young man that the one thing we wished 
to avoid was ostentation, and he said that thcse coupons 
would be a complete protection." 
" There must be some way of paying more," said 
momma pathetically, looking at the paper books of 
tickets, held together by a quantity of little ho]es. " Do 
thcy actually include everything " 
" Even wine, I undcrstand, whcre it is the custom 
of thc hotel to provide it without extra charge, and in 
Switzerland honey with your brcakfast," the Scnator 
responded firmly. " I never ruade a nlore intercsting 
purchase. There beforc us lie our beds, breakfasts, 
hmcheons, dinners, ]ights» and attendance for the next 
six wecks." 
" It is full of the most dramatic possibilitics»" I 
rcmarked, looking at the packet. 
" It seems to me a kind of attcmpt to coerce Provi- 
dence," said nlonllna»  ils much as to say, ' Vhatever 
happens to the world, I ara determined to have my bcd, 
brcakfast, luncheon, dinner, lights, and attendance for 
six weeks to corne.' Is it not prcsumptuous? " 
" It's very reasonable," said the Senator, " and that's 
the principal thing you've got against it, Augusta. It's 
remarkab]y, pictorially cheap." The Senator put the 
Iitt]e books in thelr dctachable cover, snapped the elastic 
round them and restored the whole to his inside pocket. 
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" You might almost say enjoyably cheap, if you know 
what I mean. The inexpensiveness of :Europe," he 
continued, "is going to be a great charm for me. 
intend to revel in it." 
I ara always discovering points about poppa the 
existence of xvhich I had not suspected, ttis apprecia- 
tion of the joy of small prices had been concealed in him 
up to this date, and I congratulated him warmly upon 
its appearance. I believe it is inherent in primitive 
tribes and in all Englishmen, bnt protective tariffs and 
other influences are rapidly eradicating it in Americans, 
who should be condoled with on this point, more than 
t|wy usually are. 
We were on our way to Paris after a miraculous 
escape of the ChanneI. So calra it was that we had 
almost held our breaths in our anxiety lest the wind 
should rise before we got over. Dieppe lay behind us, 
and momma at the windoxv declared that she could 
hardly believe she was looking out at 7ormandy. 
[omma at the window was enjoying herself immensely 
in the midst of Liberty silk travelling cushions, supported 
by her smelling-bottle, and engaged apparently in the 
rcalisation of Iong-chcrished dreams. 
" There they are in a row! " she exclaîmed. "ttow 
]ovely to see them standing up in that stiff, unnatural 
way just as they do in the pictures." 
Poppa and I rushed raptly to the window, but dis- 
covered nothing remarkable. 
" To see what, Augusta?" demanded he. 



lXlomma was enjoying herself. 
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" The lXTormandy poplars, love. Aren't you awfully 
disappointed in them? I ara. So wooden!" 
Poppa said he didn't know that he had been relying 
much on the poplar feature of the scenery, and returncd 
to his weary search for Amcrican telegrams in a London 
daily paper. 
" Dear me," momma ejaculated, "I ever supposed 
I should see them doing it! And right along the line 
of the railway, too! " 
" See them doing it! "I repeated, searching the land- 
scape. 
" The women working in the fields, darling love. 
Garnering the grain, all in that nice moderate shade of 
blue-electric, shou]dn't you call it? There--there's an- 
other! o, you can't see ber now. France ls fascinat- 
ing! " 
Poppa abruptly folded the newspaper. " l've learnt 
a great deal more than I wanted to know about Mada- 
gascar," said he, " and I understand that there's a likell- 
hood of the London voter being called to arms to pre- 
vent ]Iigh Church trustees introducing candles and in- 
eense into the opening exercises of the public schools. 
]'ve read eleven different accounts of a battle in Korea, 
and an article on the fauna and flora of Bcluchistan, 
very well written. And I see it's stated, on good author- 
ity, that the Queen drove out yesterday accompanied by 
the Princess Beatrice. I don't know that I ever got 
more information for two ccnts in my lire. But for 
newsGrcat Scott! I know more news than there is 
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in that paper! The editor ought to be invited to corne 
over and discover America." 
'" tIere's something about America," I protested, 
" from Chicago, too. A whole column N' Movements 
of Cereals.' " 
"' Yes, and look at that for a nlce attractive head- 
line," responded the Scnator with sarcasm. "'[ove- 
ments of Cereals!' çives you a great idea of pace, 
dbcsn't it Why couhln't thcy have ealled it ' Grain on 
the Go '? " 
" Did Mr. McConnell get in for h[a.vor, or Jimmy 
l¢agan ?" I inquircd, looking down the column. 
" They don't secm to havc asked anybod3'." 
" .\nd who got the :Post Oftace?" 
"Not there, hot there, my child! " 
" Oh! " said momma at the window, " these little 
gray-stone villages are too sweet for words. Wh.v talk 
of Chicago? h[r. A[cConnell and [r. Fagan arc all very 
well at home, but now that the ocean heaves between us, 
and your political campaign is over, may v«e hot for- 
get them? " 
" Forget Mike McÇonnell and ,limmy Fagan! " re- 
plied the Senator, regarding a passing church spire with 
au absent smile. " Well, no, Augusta; as far as I'm 
c,meerned I'm afraid it couldn't be done--at all perma- 
ncntlv. There's too mueh involved. But I see what 
you mean about turning the mind out to pasture when 
the grazlng is interestinggetting in a cud, so to speak, 
for reflection afterwards. I see vour idea." 
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The Senator is always business-like. IIe immedi- 
atels- addressed himsclf through the other window to 
the appreciation of the scenery, and I felt, as I took out 
my note-book to record one or two ilnpressions» that he 
would do it justice. 
 NO, lllOllllnfl," I WflS immediately compelled to ex- 
claire, " you nmstn't look over my shouhler. It is 
paral.vsing to the imagination." 
" Then I won't, dear. I',ut oh, if you eould only 
deseribe it as it is! The ruined ehateaux, tree-eln- 
bosomed- " [olmna paused. 
" The gray ehureh spires, from whieh at eventide 
the Angehls cornes pealing--or ' " «" 
steannm she eontinued. 
" Perhaps ' stealing ' is better. 
" Above all the poplars--the poplars are very ehar- 
aeteristie, dear. And the women toilers in the stmset 
fields garnering up the golden grain. You might ex- 
claim, 'Vhy are they alwa)'s in blue?' IIave you got 
that down? " 
" They were nmking hay," poppa corrccted. ,« ]3ut 
I suppose the public won't know the diffcrence, any 
more than you did." 
][omma leaned forward, clasping her smelling-[)ott]e, 
and looked out of the window with a stalle of exalta- 
tion. 
" The cows," she went on, " the proud-]egged Nor- 
man cows standing knee-deep in the quiet pools. Itave 
you got the cows down, dear? " 
The Senator, at the other window, looked across dis- 
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paragingly, hard at work oa his beard. He said noth- 
ing, but after a time abruptly thrust his hands in his 
pockets, and his feet out in front of him in a nmnner 
which expressed absolute disseat. Vhen momma sai,1 
she thought shc wouhl try to get a little sleep he looked 
round observantly, and as soon as ber slumber was sound 
and comfortable he beckoned to me. 
" Sec hcrc," he said, hot unkindly, argumentative|y. 
" About those cows. In fact, about all these poiaters 
your mothcr's been giving you. They're all very nice 
and poctic---I don't want to run down momma's ideas-- 
but they don't strike me as original. I won't say I could 
put my fiager on it, but I'm perfectly certain l've heard 
of the poplars and the women field labourers of Nor- 
mandy somewhere before. She doesn't do it on pur- 
pose"--the Senator inclined hls head with deprecation 
toward the slceping form opposite, and lowered his voi,'e 
" and I don't know that I'd mention it to vou under 
any other circumstances, but momma's a fearful pla- 
giarist. She doesn't hesitate anywhere, l've known 
her do it to William Shakespeare and the Book of Job, 
]et alone modern authors. In dealing with her sugges- 
tions you want to be very careful. Otherwise momma'll 
get you into trouble." 
I nodded with affectionate consideration. "I'll 
make a note ot what you say, Senator," I replied, and 
immediately, rom motives ot dellcacy, we changed the 
subject. As we talked, poppa told me in confidence how 
much he expected of the democratic idea in Paris. 
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said that even the short tine we had spent in England 
was enough to euable him to deteet the subservieney 
of the lower classes there and to resent it, as a nmn and 
a brother. IIe spoke sadly and somewhat bitterly of the 
manners of the brother man xvho shaved him, whieh he 
round unjustifiably affable, and of the inexcusable abase- 
ment of a ]3ritish railway porter if you gave him a shil- 
ling. He said he was glad to leave England, it was de- 
moralising to live there; you lost your sense of the dig- 
nity of labour, and in the course of rime you were almost 
bound to degenerate into a swell. I[e expressed a good 
deal of sympathy with the aristoeraey on this aeeount, 
eoneentrating his indignation upon those who, as it were, 
ruade aristoerats of innocent hunmn beings against their 
will. It was more than he would have ventured to say 
in publie, but in talking to me poppa often mentions 
what a eomfort it is to be his own mouthpieee. 
" The best thing about these touristd tickets is," said 
the Senator as we approached Paris, " that they entitle 
you to the use of an interpreter, t[e is said to be round 
on all station platforms of importance, and I presunm 
he's standing there waiting for us now. I take it we're 
at liberty to tap his knowledge of the language in any 
moment of diffieulty just as if it were our own." 
']?en minutes later the earriage doors were opening 
upon Paris, and the Senator's eagle eye was searehing 
the erowded platform for this offieial. Our vague idea 
was that the interpreter would be a çonspieuous and 
laermanent objeet like a niekle-in-the-slot machine, auto- 
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matica|ly arrangcd to open his arms to tourists prc- 
scnting thc right tickets, and emit conversation. Vhcn 
we fimdly detected him, by his cap, he was shifting un- 
easilv in the midst of a crowd of inquirers. I[is face 
was pale, his benrd pointe(l, his expression that of a 
person constantly intcrrupted in many langunges. The 
crowd ws parting to permit him to csepe, when we 
tilled up the available avenue and eonfronted him. 
" Are .you the linguist that goes with out tickets? " 
nskcd the Senator. 
"I ara ze interpretare yes, but weez ze tickets I go 
hot, no. All-ways I stay here in zis place, nowheres I 
go." IIe stood at bay, so to speak, frowning fiereely 
as he replied, and then ruade another bolt for liberty, 
but poppa laid a eompelling hand upon his arm. 
" If it's 11 the saine to you," said poppa, firmly, 
" l've got ladies with me, and. " 
« *es certainly you get presently 3-out tronks. ïou 
sec zat door beside many people? Immediately it opeu 
3"ou go and show ze customs man. You got no duty 
thing, it is ail right. You call one fiacrecarriage--- 
and go at your hotel." 
" Oh," exelaimed momma, "« is there an 3" charge on 
nerve tlncture, please? It's entlrely for my personal 
use." 
"It's ody on eigars and eau-de-Cologne, isn't it? " 
I entreated. 
" Whieh do, or did you say?" asked the Senator. 
be ob]iged if you would speak more slowly. There's 
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no cause for exeitement. From here [ can sec fourteen 
doors, aud I saw our luggage go in by this door." 
" You don't believe wat I say! Very wcll! All ze 
same it is zat door beside all ze people vat want zere 
tronks! " 
" All right," said the Senator pacifically. " How 
you do boil over! I tell you one thing, my friend," 
he added, as the interpreter washed his hauds of us, "you 
may be a necessity to the travelling public, but you're 
hOt a luxury, in any sense of the word." 



CHAPTER V. 

TItE Senator, discovcring to his surprise that the 
hotel clcrk was a lady, lifted his bat. ]Ie did not ap- 
pear to be surprised, that wasn't the Senator's way, 
but he forgot what he had to say, which proved it. 
While he was hcsitating she looked at him humorously 
and said " Good evening, sir! " She was a florid person 
who wore this sense of humour between liard blue eyes 
and an iron jaw. :[omma took a passionate dislike to 
ber on the spot. 
" Oh, then you do," said poppa. " You parlay 
Anglay. That's a good thing I'm sure, for I know 
mighty little Fransay. Iay I ask what sort of accom- 
modation you can give Mrs. Wick, X[iss Wick, and my- 
self for to-night. Anything on the first floor? " 
" What rooms you require are one double one single, 
yes. Certainly. :Francois, trente-cinq et trete-huit." 
She handcd Francois the keys and lier sense of humour 
disappeared in a smile which told poppa that he might, 
if he liked, consider ber a fine woman. He, wishing 
doubtless to bask in it to the fullest extent, produced his 
book of tickets. 
"I expect you've seen these before," he said, ap- 



"I expect you've seen these belote." 
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parently for the pleasure of continuing the conversa- 
tion. 
As her eve fcll upon them a look of startled cynicism 
suddenly replaced the smile. I[er cynicism was para- 
doxieal, she was so large, and sound and wholesome, and 
the more irritating on this aeeount. 
" You 'ave the coupons[ " she exelaimed. " Ah-a- 
ah! " in a crescendo of astonishment at our duplieity. 
" Then I 'ave ruade one mistake. Franeois! Those first 
floor roolns they are already taken. ]3ut on the third 
floor are two good beautiful rooms. Thcre is also the 
lift--you ean use the lift." 
" I ean't dispute with a lady," said poppa, "but 
that is singular. I should prcfer those first floor rooms 
whieh were not taken until I mentioned the coupons." 
" Sare! " 
The lady's eye was unflinching, and poppa quailed. 
tic looked ashamed, as if he had been caught in telling 
a story. They ruade a picture, as he stood there pulling 
his beard, of American chivalry and Gallic guile, which 
was ahnost pathetic. 
" Well," said he, " as it's necessary that l[rs. Wick 
should lie down as soon as possible you might show us 
those third floor rooms." 
Then he recovered his dignity and glanced at [a- 
dame more in sorrow than in anger. " CertMnly, sare," 
she said severely. " 'ill you use the lift? :For the lift 
there is no sharge." 
" That," said the Senator, " is rem liberal." In mo- 
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ments of emotlon poppa often dropped into an .kmerl- 
canism. "If it's a serious offer I think we will use the 
lift. » 
At a nod from Madame, Francois went away to seek 
thc man belonging to the lift, and after a rime returned 
with him. The lady produced another key, with wtich 
the man belonging to the lift unlocked the door of the 
brass cage which guarded it. 
" You must find strangers vcry dishonest, madam," 
said the Senator courteolsly as we stepped inside, "" to 
rcnder such a precaution necessary." 
F, ut bcfore we arrived at the third floor we were 
convinced that it was unnecessary. It was hot an ele- 
vator that the most burglarious vould bave cared to take 
away. 
So many Americans surrounded the break£ast table 
next morning that we might almost bave imagined our- 
selves in Chicago. A small, young priest with furtive 
brown eyes cowered at one of the side tables, and at an- 
other a broad-shouldered, unsmiling lady, dressed in 
black, with brows and a slight moustache fo match, dis- 
pensed food to a sallow and shrinking object of preter- 
naturally serious aspect who seemed to be ber husband, 
and a little boy who kept an anxious eye on them both. 
They vere French, too, but all the people who sat up and 
down the long middle table belonged to the United 
States of Amcrica. They were there in groups and lu 
familles representing different localities and different 
social positionsas momma said, you had only to look 
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at thcir shoulder seams; and each group or family re- 
ccived the advances of the next with the polite toler- 
ance, head a littlc on one side, which characterises us 
when we don't know each other's business standing or 
church mcmbership; but the tide of conversation which 
ebbed and flowed had a flavour which ruade the table a 
geographical unit. I say " ftavour," because there was 
certainly something, but I ara now inclined to think with 
:Mr. ï'age that " accent " is rather too strong a word 
to describe it. At all events, the gratification of hear- 
ing it after his temporary exile in Great ]ritain ahnost 
brought tears to the Senator's eyes. There were only 
three vacant places, and, as we took them, making the 
national circle comelete, a little stalle wavered round 
the table. It was a proud, conscious smile; it indicated 
that though we might not be on terms of intimacy we 
recognised ourselves to be immensely and uniformly 
American, and considerably the biggest fraction of the 
travelling public. As poppa said, the prevailing fceling 
'as also American. As he was tucking his napkin into 
his waistcoat, and ordering our various brcakfasts, tlle 
gentleman who sat next to him listened--he could not 
help it--fidgetted, and finally, with some embarrass- 
ment, spoke. 
" I don't know, sir," he said, "whether you're aware 
of it--I presume you're a stranger, like myself--but all 
they allow for what they call breakfast in this hotcl is 
tea or coffee, rolls, and butter; everything else is charged 
extra." 
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:Poppa was touched. _As he said to me afterward, 
who but an .American would have taken the trouble 
fo tell a strangcr a tbing like that! Not an English- 
man, certainlv--he would see you bankrupt first! He 
disguised his own sophistication, and said he was very 
nmch obliged, and he almost apologised or hot being 
able to take advantage o the information, and stick to 
coffce and rolls. 
" ]3ut the act is," he said in sel-defence, " we may 
gct back or luuch and we may hot." 
That's all rg'a, the gentleman rel»lied with dis- 
tiuct relief. "I didn't mind the omelette or the sole, 
but when it came to fricd chicken and strawberries I 
just had to speak out. You going to make a long stay 
in Paris' " 
_ks they launched to conversatîon nmmma and I 
glanced at each other with mutual congratulation. It 
was at last obvious that the Senator was going to enjoy 
his European experiences; we had been a little doubt- 
ful about it. Left to oarselves, we discussed our break- 
fast and the waiters, the only French people we could 
ste from where we sat, and expressed our anno.vance, 
xvhich was great, at being offered tooth-picks. I was so 
hungry that it was only when I asked for a third large 
roll that I noticed momma regarding me with mild dis- 
approval. 
"I fear," she said with a little sigh, " that you are 
thinking very little of what is past and gone, love." 
" [omma," I replied, " don't spoil my breakfast." 
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V/hen momma can throw an emotional chill over any- 
thing, I never knew ber to refrain. ' I should like that 
garçon to bring me some more bread," I continucd. 
[omma sighed even more deeply. " You ma) T have 
part of mine," she replied, breaking it with a gesture 
that said such callousness she could not understand. 
][er manner for the next few minutes expressed dis- 
tinctly that she, at least, meant to do her duty by 
Arthur. 
Presently from the other side of poppa came the 
words, " h*ot Wick of Çhicago! " 
"I guess I ean't deny it," said poppa. 
" Senator Wick " 
Poppa lowercd his voiee. " If it's all the saine to 
you," he said, " not for the present. Just plain Joshua 
P. Wiek. l'm hot what you eall travelling incognito, 
do you see, but, so far as the U. S. Senate is concerned, 
I haven't got it with me." 
" Well, sir, I ,'on't mention it ngain. But all the 
saine, if I may be allowed to say so, I ara pleased to 
meet you, sir--very pleased. I suppose they wired you 
that Mike McConnell's got the Post Office." 
Poppa held out his hand in an instant of speechless 
gratitude. " Sir," he said, " they did hOt. Put. it there. 
I said no wires and no letters, and l've been sorry for 
it ever since. Iomlna," he continued, " daughter, allow 
me to present to you Mr.?--:Mr. Malt, who has heard 
by eablegram that out friend Mr. :MeConnell is Post- 
master-General o Chicago." 
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]Iomma was grateful, too, though she expressed it 
somewhat more distantly, h[omma has a great deal of 
manner with strangcrs; it sometimes completely dis- 
guises her real fccling toward them. I was also grateful, 
though ] merely bowed, and kicked the Scnator undt.r 
the table. Nobod:- would have guessed from our out- 
ward bearing the extent to which our political fortunes, 
as a family, wcre mixed up with Mike McConnell's. Mr. 
:Malt immcdiately said that if there was anything else 
ho colld do for us he was at our service. 
" Wcll," said poI)I)a, " I suppose theres a good deal 
of intrinsic interest in this town--relics of apoleon, 
the Bon M«rché, and so on--and weve got to see it. 
I must sa.)'," he added, turning to momma, « ] feel con- 
siderably more equal to it now." 
" It will take you a good long week," said Mr. Malt 
earnestly, " to begin to have an idea of it. You might 
spend two whole days in the Louvre itself. Is your rime 
limited ? " 
" I don't need to tell any American the market value 
of it," said poppa smiling. 
" Then you can't do better than go straight to the 
Louvre. I'd be pleased to accompany you, only l've got 
to go round and see our Ambassador--I've got a little 
business with him. I daresay you know that one of our 
man-of-war ships is lying right down here in the Seine 
river. Well, the captain is giving a reception to-morrow 
in honour of the Russian oEdmiral who happens to be 
there, too. Ive got ladies with me and I wrote for four 
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tickets. Did I get the four tickets--or two of them-- 
or one? No, sir, I got aletter in the third person sin- 
gular saying it wasn't a publie entertainment! I wrote 
baek to say I guessed it was an Ameriean entertainment, 
and he eould expeet me, all the saine. He hadn't any 
sort of exeusemy naine and business address were on 
my letter paper. Now I'm just going round to sec what 
a United States Ambassador's for, in this eonneetlo . 
Mr. Ialt rose and the waiter withdrew his chair. 
" Thank you, garçob" said he. " I'm eoming baek 
again--do 'ou understand'. This is not my last meal," 
and the waiter bowed as if that were a statement whieh 
had to be aeknowledged, but was of the lcast possible 
eonsequenee to him personally. " Well, Mr. Wiek," 
eontinued Mr. lIalt, brushing the erumbs from his waist- 
eoat, " l'll say good morning, and to your ladies also. 
I'm very pleased to have met j'ou." 
" Well," said momma, as he disappeared, "if every 
Ameriean in Paris bas deeided to go to that reeeption 
there won't be mueh room for the Russians." 
" I suppose he's a voter and a tax-payer, and he's 
got his feelings," replied poppa. The Senator would de- 
fend a voter and a tax-payer against any imputation hot 
actually criminal. 
" I'm glad I'm hot one of his lady-frends," momma 
continued. " I don't think I cmdd make myself at home 
on that man-of-war under the circumstances. But I 
daresay he'll drag them there with him. tic seems to 
be just that kind of a man." 
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" He's a very patriotic kind of a man," replied the 
Senator. " It's his patriotism, don't j'ou see, that's giv- 
ing him all this trouble. It's been outraged. Personally 
I consider ]Xlr. ]Ialt a very intelligent gentleman, and 
if he'd given me an opening as big as the eye of a needle 
l'ni the camel that wofld bave gone with him, Augusta." 
This statelncnt of the Senator's struck me as some- 
thing to be acted upon. If there was to be a constant 
possibility of his going off with any chance Anlerican 
in regular colnnnmication with the United States, our 
European tour would be a good deal less interesting 
than I had been led to expect. Vhile momma was get- 
ring ready for the Louvre, therefore, I stepped down to 
the ofiîce and wired our itinerary to his partner in Chi- 
cago. " Keep up daily colnmunication by wire in de- 
tail," I telegraphed, " forward copies all important let- 
ters care Peters." Peters was the tourist agent who had 
undertaken to bless our comings and goings. I said 
nothing whatever to poppa, but I felt a glow of con- 
scious trinlnph when I thonght of Sir. Malt. 
We stood and realised Paris on the pavement while 
thc fiacre turned in from the road and drew up for us. 
I had every intention of being fascinated and so had 
m«mmm. We had both heard often and often that good 
Americans when they die go to Paris, and that prepares 
oae for a good deal in this lire. We were so anxious 
to be pleased that we fastened with one accord upon 
the florist's shop under the hotel and sid that it was 
uniquely charming, though -,ve both knew places in 
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]3roadway that it couldn't be compared with. We lookcd 
amiably at the passers-by, and did our best to detect in 
the manner of their faces that esprit that makes the dia- 
logue of French novels so stinmlating. What I usually 
thought I saw whcn they looked at us was a leisurely 
indifferentism ornamented with the suspicion of a snecr, 
and based upon a certain fundamental acquisitiveness 
and ability to make a valuation that acknowlcdgcd the 
desirability of our presence on business grounds, if hot 
on personal ones. It seemed to be a preconcerted public 
intention to make as much noise in a given space as 
possiblewe spoke of the cheerfulness of it, stopping 
out ears. The cracking of the drivers' whips alone ruade 
a leu de joie that never ceased, and listening toit we 
knew that we ought to feel happy and elated. The 
driver of our fiacre was fat and rubicund, he wore a 
green coat, brass buttons, and a shiny top hat, and looked 
as if }le drank constantly. IIis jollity was perfunctory, 
I know, and covered a grasping nature, but it was very 
well imitated, like everything in Paris. \s he vhirled 
us, with a whip-report like a pistol-shot, into the train 
of traffic in the middle of the street, we felt that we 
were indeed in the city of appearances; and [ put down 
in my mind, hot having my note-book, that Paris lires 
up toits photographs. 
" We mustn't forger out serious object, dear," said 
lnomma, as we rolled over the cobblestones--" our liter- 
ary object. What shall we note this morning? The 
broad streets, the elegant shops--do look at that onet 
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I)arling, is it absolutely necessary to go to the Louvre 
this morning? There are some things we really 
need." 
Momnla addressed the Senator. I mentioned to ber 
once that her way of doing it was almost English in its 
dcmonstrativeness, and my other parent told me pri- 
vately he wished I hadn't--it aggravated it so. 
" Augusta," said poppa, firmly, " I understand your 
fceling. I take a human interest in those stores myself, 
which I do hot expect this picture gallery, etc., to inspire 
in nie. But there the Louvre is, you see, and it's got 
to bc done. If we spent our whole rime in this city in 
mcrc pleasure and amusement, you would be the first 
to reproach yourself, Augusta." 
\ few minutes later, when we had crossed the stone 
quadrangle and mounted the stairs, and stood with our 
catalogue in the Salle Lacaze, momma said that she 
wouldn't bave nlissed it for anything. She sank ecstatic 
upon a bencll, and gave to every individual picture upon 
the opposite wall the tribute of ber intensest admira- 
tion. It was a pleasure to see ber enjoying llerself so 
nmch; and poppa and,I vainly tried to keep up to her 
with the catalogue. 
" Oh, why haven't we such things in Chicago! " she 
exclaimed, at which the Senator checked ber mildly. 
"It's a mere question of rime," said he. " It isn't 
reasonable to expect Pre-laphaelites in a new country. 
But give us three or four hundred years, and we'll pro- 
duce old masters which, if you ladies will ex.use the ex- 
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pression, xvill knock the spots out of the Middle Ages." 
Poppa is such an optimist about Chicago. 
The Senator went on in a strain of criticism of the 
pictures perfectly moderate and kindly--nothing he 
wouldn't bave said to the artists themselves--until 
momma interrupted him. " Don't you think we might 
be silent for a rime, Alexander," she said. 
[omma does eall him Alexander sometimes. 
didn't like to mention it before, but it can't be con- 
eealed for ever. She says it's because Joshua alwavs 
eosts ber an effort, and every woman ought to bave the 
right to naine hcr own husband. 
" Let us offer to all this genius," she eontinued, in- 
dicating it, " the tribute of sealing out lips." 
The Senator will always oblige. " Iine are sealed, 
Augusta," he replied, and so we sat in silence for the 
next ten minutes. But I could sec by his expression, 
in eonnection with the angle at which his bat was tipped, 
that he was eomparing the productions before him wlth 
the future old masters of Chicago, and wishing it were 
possible to live long enough to back Chicago. 
"How they do sink in!" said momma at last. 
" How they sink into the soul! " 
" They do," replied the Senator. "I don't denv 
it. But I sec by the catalogue, eounting Salles and 
Salons and all, there's seventeen rooms full of them. 
If they're all to sink in, for my part l'Il have to enlarge 
the premises. And we've been here three-quarters of an 
hour already, and lire is short, Augusta." 
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So we moved on where the imperishable faces of 
(reuze and Vehsqucz and Relnbrandt smiled and 
£rowned and wondcred at us. As poppa said, it was easy 
fo sec tlmt thcse pcople lmd ideas, and were silnply long- 
ing to express thcm. " ]'ou feel sorry for theln," he 
said, " just as you feel sorry for an intelligent terrier. 
Bt thcsc poor things can't even wag their tails! Just 
let nie know when you've had enough, Augusta." 
Momma declared, with an accent of reproach, that 
she coldd new, r have enough. I noticed, however, that 
xvc did hot stay in the second room as long as in the first 
one, and that our progress was steadily accclerating. 
]'resenth" the Scnator asked us to sit down for a few 
miroites while he shouhl lcave s. 
" There's a picture here Bramley said I was to see 
without rail," he Cxl>laincd. " It's called 'Mona 
and it's bv an artist bv the naine of Leonardo da Vinci. 
Bramley said it was a vcry fine painting, but I don't 
remember just now whether he said it was what vou 
might, ca]l a pieture for the familv or hot. I'll just «o 
and ascertain," said the Senator. " Judging from some 
of the specimens here, oil palntings in the Middle Ages 
wercn't intended to bc chromo-lithographed." 
In his absence monture and I dlscussed French cook- 
ery as far as we had experlenced it, in detail, with pro- 
digious yawns for which we did hot even apologise. 
Poppa was gone a remarkab]y short rime and came back 
radiant. " l've found Mona," he exclalmed, " and 
she's all right. Bramley said it was the most remark- 
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able portrait of a woman in the world--looking at it, 
Bramley said, you becolne insensible to everything-- 
forger ail about your past lire and future hopesand [ 
guess he's about right. Corne and see it." 
Momma arose without enthusiasm, and I thought 
I deteeted adverse eriticism in advanee in her expression. 
'" Here she is," said the Senator presently. " Now 
look at that! Did you ever see anything more intel- 
leetual and eynieal, and eontemptuous and sweet, ail iu 
oneI Lookiu' at you as much as to say, ' Vho are you, 
anyhow, from way baek in the State of Illinoiseom- 
mereial traveller And what do you pretend to 
knov ' " 
Momnm regarded the portrait for a moment in enlm 
disapprobation. "I daresay she was very clever," she 
said at length, " but i you wish to know my opinion 
I don't rhinO" mucl of er. And belote taking us to see 
another female portrait, Mr. Viek, [ should be obliged 
if you would take the precaution of finding out who she 
'S." 
Ater whieh we &ove quietly home. 



CIAPTER VI. 

:['oem, decided that we llad better go to Versailles 
by Cook's four-in-hand. There were other ways of 
going, but he thought we might as well take the most 
distilguishcd, fie was careful to explain that the lnere 
grandeur of this method of transportation had no veight 
with hiln; ho was compelled to submit to the ostentation 
of it for another purpose which he had in view. 
" I ara hot a person," said poppa, " nor is any ruera- 
ber of my family, to thrust myself into aristocratic cir- 
cles in foreign lallds; but when an opportunity like this 
oceurs for obscrving theln without prejudiee, so to speak, 
I bclieve in taking it." 
We went to the starting place early, so as to get good 
seats, for, as momma said, the whole of the Parisian 
élite with the President thrown in wouldn't induce lier 
to ride with her baek to the horses. In that position'she 
would be incapable of observation. 
The eoaehes vere hot there when we arrived, and 
presently the Senator diseovered whv. He told us with 
a slightly depressed air that they had gone round to the 
hotels.. 
" Daughter," he said fo me, " g. P. Wie -ks does hate 
58 
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to make a fool of himself, and this morning he's done 
it twice over. The best seats will go to the people who 
had the sense to stay at tlleir hotels, and the fact that 
the coaches go round shows that they run for tourist 
traffic only. There won't be a Paris aristocrat among 
them," continued poppa gloomily, " nary an aristocrat." 
When tlley calne up we sav t|lat there wasn't. The 
coaches were full of tourist traffic. It was mounted on 
the box seats very high up, where it looked couspicuously 
happy, and sounded a little hysterical; and it wa. packcd, 
tight and warm and anticîpant into every available seat. 
From its point of vantage, secured by waiting at the 
hotel for it, the tourist traffic ]ooked down upon the 
Wick family on the pavement, in irritating compassion. 
As naomma said, if we hadn't taken our tickets it was 
enough to have sent us to the Bon Marché. 
A man in a black £rock coat and white shirt cuffs 
came bareheaded from the office and pointed us out to 
the intcrpreter, who wore brass buttons. The inter- 
preter appeared to mention it to the guide, who wiped 
his perspiring brows under a sort brown felt bat. .- 
fiacre crawled round the corner and paused to look on, 
and the Senator said, " Now which of you three gentle- 
men is responsible for my ride to Versailles ? " 
The interpreter looked at hhn with a hostile ex- 
pression, the guide ruade a gesture of despair at the 
volume of tourist traffic, and the man with the shirt 
cuffs said, " You 'ave took your plazes on ze previous 
day ?" 
5 
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"I took them from you ten minutes ago," Foi)Fa 
replicd. " Vhat a menmry you've got! " 
" Zen zare is nothings guaranteed. :But we will 
send special carriage, and be'ind you can follow up," 
and bc indicated the fiacre which had now drav«n into 
line. 
" I don't tbink so," said poppa, " wben I buv four- 
in-hand tickets I don't take one-in-hand accommoda- 
tion." 
" You will not go in ze private earriage?" 
" I will hot." 
"Maisit is much zc preferable." 
"I don't know why I should eontradiet Fou," sald 
popp,% but at that moment the dliieulty was solved by 
the Misses Bingham. 
" Guide! " cried one of the Mies Bingham, beck- 
oning with her fart, "Nous voulons à descendre! " 
" You want get out ? " 
'" Oui! " replied the Misses Biugham with sinmltane- 
ous dignity, and, as tbe guide merely wiped his forehead 
again, poppa stepped forward. " Can I assist vou.  " 
he said, and tbe Misses Ylingham allowed themselves fo 
be assiste& Tbev were small ladies, dressed in black 
pongee silk, with sloping shoulders, and they each car- 
ried a black fart and a brocaded bag for odds and ends. 
Thev were hot plain-lookilg, and yet it was readily seen 
wbv nobody had ever married them; they had that look 
of the predestined single state that vou sometines see 
even among the very well preserved. One of them hatt 
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m eye-glass, but it was easy to note even when she was 
not wearing it that she was a person of independent in- 
corne, of falnily, and of lXTew York. - 
'" We are quite willing," said the Misses YIing- 
haln, " to exehange out seats in the coach for yours 
in the speeial earriage, if that arrangement suits 
-Oll. ' 
"Bo ! " interposed the guide, " and opposite there 
is one other place if that fat, gentlenmn will squeeze hlm- 
self a littleeh ? " 
" Corne along! " said the fat, gent]eman equably. 
" But I couldn't think of depriving you ladies." 
" Sir," said one [iss 13ingham, " it is no depriva- 
tion." 
" We should prefer it," added the other ]Iiss t3ing- 
haro. They spoke with deeision; one saw that they 
had not reaehed lniddle age without knowing their own 
minds ail the wav. 
" To tell the truth," added the Miss Bingham with- 
out the eye-glass in a low voiee, " we don't think we ean 
stand it." 
" I don't preeisely take you, madam," said the Sena- 
tor politely. 
" l'in an Ameriean," she eontinued. 
Poppa bowed. "I should have known you for a 
daughter of the Stars and Stripes anywhere," he said 
in his most eomplimentary tone. 
][iss ]3ingham looked diseoneerted for an instant 
and went on. " [y great grandfather was A. D. (3. to 
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General Washington. l've got that much reason to be 
loyal." 
" There couldn't have been many such officers," the 
Scnator agreed. 
" ]3ut when I go abroad I don't want the whole of 
the United States to corne with me." 
"It takes the gilt off getting back for you?" sug- 
gcsted poppa a little stiffiy. 
:Miss Binghnm failcd to take the hint. "We find 
:Europe infestcd with \mericans," she continued. " It 
disturbs one's impressions so. And the travelling ._meri- 
can inwtriably belongs to the very least desirable clan-s." 
" Now 1  shouldn't have thought so," said the Sena- 
tor, with intentional humour. :But it was lost upon 
Z[iss :Bingham. 
"Well, if you like them," said the other one, "you'd 
better go in the coach." 
The Seuator lifted his hat. " ZLdam," he said, " ]: 
thank you for giving to me and mine the privilege of 
visiting a very questionable scene of the past in the very 
best society of the present." 
And as the guide was perspiring more and more im- 
paticntly, we got in. 
:For some moments the Senator sat in silence, reftect- 
ing upon this sentiment, with an occasionally heaving 
breast. Circumstances forbade his talking about it, but 
he cast an eye full of criticism upon the fiacre rolling 
along far in the rear, and.remarked, with a fervor most 
unusual, that he hoi3ed they liked our dust. We cer- 
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tainly ruade a great deal of it. :Momma and I, looking 
at our fellow travellers, at once decidcd that the [isses 
]3ingham had been a littlc lmsty. The fat gentleman, 
'ho wore a straw hat very far back, and meant to enjoy 
himself, was certainly our fellow-citizen. So was his 
wife, and brother-in-lav. So were a bride and bride- 
groom on the box seat--nothing less than the best of 
everything for an American honeymoon--and so was a 
solitary man with a short cut bristly beard, a slouch 
bat, a pink cotton shirt, and a celluloid collar. But there 
was an indescribable something about all the rest that 
1olainly showed they had never voted for a president 
or celebrated a Fourth of July. I was still revolving 
it in my mind when the fat gentleman, who had been 
thinking of the saine thing, said to his ncighbour on the 
other side, a person of serious appearance in a black 
silk bat, apropos of the line he had crossed by, " I may 
be wrong, but I shouldn't bave put you down to be an 
American." 
" Oh, I guess I ara," replied the serious man, ,« but 
hot the United States kind." 
,« British North," suggested the fat gentleman, with 
a smile that acknowledged tIer 5Iajesty. " First cousin 
once removed," and momma and I looked atone an- 
other intelligently. We had nothing against Canadians, 
except that they generally talk as if they had the whole 
of the St. Lawrence river and Niagara Falls in a per- 
petual lease from :Providenceand we had never seen 
o many of them together before. The coach was three- 
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quart.ers full of these foreigners, if the Misses ]3ingham 
had only known; but as poppa aftelvards said, they 
were probably not foreign enough. It may bave been 
imagination, but I immediately thought I saw a certain 
meckness, a habit of defcrence---I wanted to incite them 
all to treat the Guelphs as we did. Just then we stopped 
before the church of St..'kugustin, and the guide came 
swinging along the outside of the coach hoarsely emit- 
ting facts. Everybody listened intent]y, and I noticed 
upon the Canadian countenances the saine determination 
to be instructed that wc alwavs show ourselves. We ail 
meant to get the maximum amount of information for 
thc price, and I don't think any of us have forgottcn 
that the site of St. kugustin is three-cornered and its 
dome resembles a tiara to this day. For a moment I 
sorry for the hIisses ]3ingham, who were absorbing noth- 
ing but dust; but, as momma said, they looked very well 
informed. 
t must be admitted that we were a little shv with 
the guide--we let him bully us. \s poppa said, he was 
certainly well up in his subject, but that was no reason 
why he should have treated us as if we had all corne 
from St. aul or Kansas Çity. There was a conde- 
scension about him that was hot explained by the state 
of his linen, and a familiarity tllat  had always supposed 
confined exclusively fo the ]ritish aristocracy among 
themselves. He had a red face and a blue eye, with 
which he looked down on us with scarcely concealed 
contempt» and he was narvellously agile, distributing 
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his information as open street-car conductors collect 
rares. 
" They sceln extremely careful of their herbage in 
this town," renmrked the serious man, and we noticed 
that it was so. :['recautions were taken in wire that 
would have dissuaded a grasshopper froln venturing 
on it. It grew very neatly inside, doubtless with a cer- 
tain chic, but it had a look of being put on for the occa- 
sion that was essentially Parisian. Also the trees grcw 
lp out of iron plates, which was unconlfortable, though, 
no doubt, highly finished, and thc flowers had a cachct 
about them which ruade one think of Frcnch bonncts. 
As we rolled into the Bois it,]»ccame evident that the 
guide tlad something special to conlmunicatc. ]le raisccl 
his voice and couglled, in a manner which colnmanded 
instant attention. 
" Ladies--and genehnen," he said--he always addecl 
the gentleman as if they were an after-thought--" you 
are mos' fortunate, mos' locky. Tout Paris--ail the 
Jolks--are still driving their 'orse an' carriage 'ere. One 
week more--tlle style will be all gone--what you say 
--vamoosed? Every mother's son! An' Cook's ex- 
cursion party won't see nothin' but ole cabs goin' 
along! " 
" Can't we get away from them? " askecl the serious 
person. It was humorously intended--certainly a lib- 
erty, and the guide was clown on it in an instant. 
" Get away from them? :Not if they low you're 
here ! " 
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At which the serious man looked still more serious, 
and sympathy for him sprang up in every heart. 
We passed Longchamps at a steady trot, and the 
guide's statement that the races there were alvays held 
on Sunday was received with a silence that evidently 
disappointed him. It was plain that he had a withering 
rejoinder rcady for sabbatarians, and he waited anx- 
iously, balanced on one foot, for an expression of shocked 
opinion. It was after we had passcd Iont Valcrien, 
frowning on the horizon, that the man in the pink cotton 
shirt begm to grow restive under so much instruction. 
IIe told the serious pcrson that his naine was tIinkson 
of Iowa, and the serious pcrson was indueed to reply 
that his was 1-'abbley of Simcoe, Ontario. It was insub- 
ordinatiouthe guide -as talking about the shelling 
from Iont Valerien at the time, with the most patriotic 
dislocations in hls grammar. 
" You understan', you see? " he concludcd. " .N-ow 
those two genelmen, they don' understan', and they 
don' see. An' when they get back to the United States 
they won' be able to tell their wives an' sweethearts an3"- 
rhin' about [ont Valerien! All right, genelmen 
please yourselves. Mais you please remembcr I ara 
just like William ShekspeareI give no repétition.t ,, 
It was then that the serious man demonstrated that 
]ritons, even the North American kind, never, never 
would be slaves. Placing his black silk bat carefully a 
little further back on his head, he leaned forward. 
- ":Now look here, rnister," he said, "you're as per- 
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sonal as a Yankee nexvspaper. So far as I know, you're 
hot the friend of my childhood, nor the companion of 
my later years, except for this trip only, and I'd just as 
soon you realised it. .ks far as I know, you're paid to 
point out objects of historical interest. Don't you rou- 
ble to entertain us any further than that. We'll excuse 
you ! " 
" Ladies--an' genelmen," contnued the gnde ca]m- 
]y, " in a lil' short while we shall be approached to thc 
town of St. Cloud. At that town of St. Cloud will be 
one genelman will take the excellen' group--fotograff. 
To appear in that fotograff, you will plcase all keep to- 
gether with me. Afterwards, you will look at the foun- 
tains, at the rnagnificent panorama de :Paris, and we go 
on to Versailles. On the return journey, if you like that 
fotograff you can buy, if you don't like, you don' buy. 
An' if you got no wife an' no sweetheart all the same 
you keep your temper! " 
:But Sir. :Pabbley had settled his hat in its normal 
position and did hot intend to clear his brow for action 
again. All might have gone well, had it hot been for 
the patriotic sensitiveness of Mr. ttinkson of Iowa. 
" I think I heard 'ou pass a remark about American 
newspapers, sir," said Z[r Hinkson of Iowa. " Think 
you've got any better in Canada? " 
:Mr. :Pabbley smiled. There may have been some 
fancied superiority in the stalle. 
" I guess they suit us better," he said. 
" Got any circulation figures about you? " 
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" Not being an advertising agent, I don't carry 
them." 
" I see! " Ir. IIinkson's manner of saying he saw 
elearly implied that there might have been other reasons 
why Ir. Pabbley deelined to produee those figures. 
Vc were all listening now, and the guide had subsided 
upon the box seat. The Senator's face wore the judicial 
-expression it always assulnes when he bas a difficulty, in 
l<eeping hinlself out of the conversation. It became 
casier than ever to separate the Republican and the Brit- 
ish elements on that coach. 
" Well," said Mr. Hinkson, " don't you folks get 
pretty tired of paying Victoria taxes sometimes? " 
Thc British contingent seemed to find this anlusing. 
The Anlericans looked as if it were no laughing matter. 
"I don't believe Her Majesty is mach the ficher 
for ail she gets out of us," said 3[r. Pabbley. 
" Oh, I guess you send over a pretty goed lump 
per annum, don't you? " 
" Nota red cent, sir," said Mr. Pabbley decgively. 
 e run our own show?  
" What about that aristocrat that rules the country 
up at Ottawa? " 
" Oh, he hasn't got any say[ We get him out and 
pay him a salary to save ourselves the trouble of elect- 
ing a president. k presidential election's bad for busi- 
ness, bad for politics, bad for morals." 
" You seem to know. Doesn't it ever make you tired 
to hear yourselves called subjec Don't you ever want 
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fo be free and equa|, |ike us? Trot out the truth now-- 
the George Washington article! " 
« Mister," said [r. Pabb|ey, "I flatter myself that 
Canadians are a good deal like United States folks al- 
read r, and I don't mind congratulating both our nations 
on the resemblance. But I'm bound to add that, while 
I would wish to imitate the American people in many 
ways sti|l further, I wouldn't be like you personal|y, 
no, not under any circumstances nor in any respect." 
At this moment it was necessary to dismount, and, as 
loppa and I both immcdate]y became engaged in recon- 
cilng momma to the necessity of walking to the top of 
the p|atcau, I lost the rest of the conversation. Iomma, 
when t was necessary to wa|k anywhere, always bec,me 
phthetic and offercd to stay behlnd alone. She declared 
on this occasion that she would be perfectly happy in 
the coach with the dear horses, and poppa had to resort 
to extreme measures. « Please yourself, Augusta," he 
said. « ¥our lightest whim is law to me, and you know 
it. ]ut I'm going to hate standing up in that photo- 
graph all alone with my only child, like any widower." 
" .klexandcr! " exclaimed momma at once. " What 
a dread£ul idea! I think I might be able to manage it." 
The photographer was there with his camera. The 
guide marshalled us up to him, falling back now and 
then to bark at the heels of the ]aggng ones, and, with 
the assistance of a bench and an acacia, we were rapid|:y 
arranged, the short ones standing up, the tall ones sit- 
ting down, everyone assuming his most lleasing ex- 
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pression, and the Misses ]3ingham standing alone, apart, 
on the brink, looking on under an umbrella that seemed 
ta proteet them from intimate association with the 
demoeraey in any form. We saw the guide approaeh 
them in gingerly inquiry, but, before simultaneous 
xvaves of their two black fans, he retired in disorder. 
The bride had slipped her hand upon her husband's 
shoulder, just to mark his identity; the fat gentleman 
had removed his bat and hurriedly put it on again, and 
the photographer had gone under his curtain for the 
third timc, when [r. IIinkson of Iowa, who sat in a con- 
spicuous cross-lcgged position in the foregroulM, drew 
from his pockct a haldkerchief and spread it carefully 
out over one kncc. It was hot an ordinar.v handkerchief, 
it was a pocket edition of the Stars and Stripes, ail red, 
and blue, and white, and it attracted the instant attcn- 
tion of every eye. One of the eyes was Mr. Pabbley's, 
,vho appeared to clear the group at a bound in conse- 
quence. 
" Ladies and gentlemen," exc]aimed [r. Pabbley 
with vehemence, " does anyone happen to bave a Union 
Jack about him or her?" 
They felt in their pockets, but they hadn't. 
" Then," said Ir. Pabbley, who ,vas evidently 
aroused, "unless the gentleman from Iowa will with- 
draw his handkerchief, I refuse to sit." 
"I guess we aren't any of us annexatonists," said a 
rnidd]e-aged woman from Toronto in a duster, and pro- 
ceeded to follow Air. Pabbley. 
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The rest of the Canadians looked at each other un- 
decidedly for a moment and then slowly filed after the 
middle-aged woman. There remained the mere wreck 
of a group clustcring round the national emblem on the 
leg of Ir. ttinkson. The guide was expostulating him- 
self speechless, the photographer was in convulsions, the 
Senator saw it was time to interfere. Leaning over, he 
gently tapped the patriot from Iowa on the shoulder. 
" Aren't you satisfied with the sixty million fellow- 
citizens you've got already," said poppa, "that you want 
to grab nine half-starved Canucks with a hand camera? " 
" They're in the majority here," said Ir. ttinkson 
iîerccly, " and I dare any one of 'em to touch that flag. 
Go along over there and join 'em if you like--they're 
goin' to be done by themselves--to send to Queen Vic- 
toria ! " 
:But that was further than anybody would go, even 
in defence of cosmopolitanism. The Republic rallie(] 
round [r. tIin]son's leg, while the Dominion with 
much dignity supported Mr. Pabbley. As nomma said, 
human nature is perfectly extraordinary. 
:For the rest of the ourney to Versailles there was 
hardly any international conversation. Mr. ttinkson 
tled hls handkerchief round his neck, and the Canadians 
tried to look as if they had no objection. We passed 
through the villages of :h[ontretout and Buze. I know 
we did because momma took doxvn the names, but I 
fancy they cou]dn't bave differed much from the gen- 
eral landscape, or I don't remember a thing about 
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them. The :Misses Bingham came and sat next us at 
lmeheon, which flattered both monture and me im- 
mensely, though the Senator didn't seem able to see 
where the distinction came in, and during this meal 
they pointed out the faet that Mr. IIinkson was drink- 
ing lemonade with his roast nmtton, and asked us how 
we could travel with sueh a eolnbination. I remember 
pol,pa said that it was a eombinatiol that Mr. I[inkson 
and Mr. IIinkson only had to deal with, but momma 
and I felt the obloquy of it a good deal, though when 
we came to think of it we were no more responsible for 
hlr. Ilinkson than the Misoes Eingllaln were. After 
that, walking rapidly behind the guide, we eovered cen- 
tre'les of Freneh history, illustrated by ehairs and tables 
and tire-irons and ehandeliers and four-post beds. [om- 
nla told me afterwards that she was rather sorry she had 
taken llle with the gnide through Madame du Barrv's 
faseinating Petit Trianon, the things he didn't say 
s, mnded so illproper, bnt when I assm'ed her that it was 
onlv eontelnporary seandal that had any effect on onr 
morals, she said she supposed that was so, and somehow 
one never did expeet people who wore eurled wigs and 
knee-l,reeches to behave quite prettily. The rooms were 
dotted wlth groups of people who had eome in fiaeres or 
bv tramway, whieh lnade it diffieult for the guide to 
impart his information only to those who had paid for 
it. He generally surmounted this bv saying, " Ladies 
and genehnen, I want vou to stick eloser than brother«. 
When vou hear nie a-talkiu' don" vOU o'0 turnin' over 
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your Baedekers and lookin' out of the window. If I 
didn't know a great big sight more about Versailles 
than Baedeker does I wouldn't be here makin' a clown 
of myself; an' l'll show you the view out of the win- 
dow all in good time. You see that lady an' two genel- 
men over there? Tltey're listenin' all right enough be- 
cause they don't'belong to this party an' they want to 
get a little information cheap prlce. All right--I let 
'em bave it! " At which the lady and two gentlcmen 
usually melted away looking annoyed. 
We were fascinated with the coaches of state and 
much impressed with the cost of them. As momma 
said, it took so very little imagination to conjure up a 
Royal Philip inside bowing to the populace. 
" What a pity we couldn't have had them over! " 
saM poppa indiscreetly. 
" Where you mean? " denanded the guide, " over 
to America? I know--for that ole Chicago show! You 
are the rive hundred American who has said that to 
me this summer! :Number rive hundred! Nossir, we 
don't lend those carriage. We don't even drive them 
ourself." 
" :No more kings and queens nowadays," remarked 
Ir. tIinkson, " this century's got no use for them." 
I think the guide was a [onarchist. " :Nossir," he 
said, "you don't see no more kings an' queens of France, 
but you do see a good many people travellin' that's 
nothln' like so good for trade." 
At which [r. Pabbley's eye sought that of the 
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guide, and expressed its appreciation in a marked and 
jo:-ous wink. 
In the l:)alace, especially in the picture rooms, there 
werc generally benches along the walls. When momma 
observed this she arranged that she should go on ahead 
and sit down and get the impression, while poppa and 
I caught up from time to time with (he guide and the 
information. The guide was quite agreeable about it, 
when it was explained to him. 
Ho was either a very thoughtless or a very insin- 
cere person, however. Stopping before the portrait of 
an otficer in unifonn, he drew us all together. The 
Canadians, headed by Mr. l:)abbley, were well to the 
fore, and it was to them in particular that he appeared 
to address himself when he said, " Take a good look at 
this picture, ]adics and gene]men. There is a man wat 
lires in your 'istory an', if I may say, in your 'art-- 
as he does in ours. There's a man, ladies and genel- 
men, that helped you on to liberty. Take a good look 
at 'ira, you'l] be glad to remember it afterward." 
And it was General Lafayette! 



CIIAPTER VIL 

IT was after dinner and we xvere sitting in the little 
courtyard of the hotel in the dark without out hats-- 
that is, momma and I; the Senator was seldom alto- 
gerber without his hat. I think he would have felt it 
fo be a little indecent. The courtyard was paved, and 
there were flowers on the stand in the middle of it, natu- 
ral palms and artificial begonias mixed with the most 
annoying cleverness, and little tables for coffee cups or 
glasses were scattered about. Outside beyond the hotel 
vestibule one could sec and hear Paris rolling by in the 
gaslight. It was the only place in the hotel that did 
not smell of furniture, so we frequented it. So did Mr. 
:Malt and Mrs. X[alt, and Emmeline X[alt, and Miss 
Callis. That was chiefly how we ruade the acquainlance 
of the Malt party. You can't very well sit out in the 
dark in a foreign capital with a family from your own 
State and hot get to know them. Besides poppa nevcr 
could overcome his feeling of indebtedness to [r. X[alt. 
They were taking Emmeline abroad for her health. She 
was the popular thirteen-year-old only child of Ameri- 
can familles, and she certainly was thin. I remember 
being pleased, sometimes, considering ber in ber typical 
6 75 
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capacity, that I once had a little brother, though he 
dicd before I was born. 
Tlm tvo gentlemen were smoking; we could see 
nothing but the ends of their cigars glowing in their 
immediate vicinity. :Momma was saying that the situa- 
tion was very romantic, and Zlr. Zlalt had assurcd ber 
that it was nothing to what we would experience in 
]taly. "That's whcre you get romance," said Mr. Malt, 
and his cigar end droppcd like a falling star as he re- 
moved the ash. " ]ta]y's becn romantic ever since ]3. C. 
All throgh the rime thc rest of the world was inventing 
Magna Chartas and Doomsday Books, and Parliaments, 
and printing presses, and steam eugines, Italy's gone 
right on turuing out romance, lesult is, a better qual- 
ity of that article to be had in Italy to-day than any- 
where else. Further result, twenty million pounds 
spent there annually by tourists from all parts of the 
civilised vorld. Romance, like anything else, can be 
nmde to pay." 
"Are we likely to End the beds--" began Mrs. 
Zlalt plaintively. 
" Oh dear yes, ZIrs. ZIalt! " interrupted momma, 
who thought everything entomological extrenely indel- 
cate. " Perfectly. You have only to go to the hotels 
the guide-books recommend, and everything will be 
quite propre." 
"Well," said Emmeline, " they may be propre in 
Italy, but they're hot propre in Paris. We had to 
speak to the housemaid yesterday morning, didn't 



A VOYAGE OF CONSOLATION. 

we, mother? Don't you remember the back of my 
neck? " 
" We all suffered! " declared [rs. :Malt. 
" And I sltowed one to lier, mothcr, and all she 
would say xvas, 'Janafs ici, nadetnofselle, ici, jamais!' 
And there it was you know." 
" Enmmline," said ber father, "isn't t about rime 
for you to want to go to bed ." 
" :Not by about three hours. I'm going to get up 
a little music first. Do you play, 5Ils' Wick? " 
Ionuna said she didn't, and lIiss lIalt disappeared 
in seareh of other perforlners. " Don't you go asking 
strangers to play, Emmeline," lier mother ealled after 
lier. " They'll think it forward of you." 
" When Elnmeline leaves us" said ber father, "I 
always llave a kind of abandoned feeling like a top 
that's got to the end of its spin." 
There was silence for a moment, and then the Sena- 
tor said he thought he eould understand that. 
" Well" continued :Mr. :Ialt, " you've had three 
whole days now. I presume you're benning to know 
your way around." 
"I think we may say we've made pretty good use 
o our time," responded the Senator. " This mornng 
we had a look in at the Luxembourg pcture gallery, and 
the :[ade]eine, and Napoleon's Tomb, and the site o 
the ]astile. This afternoon we took a run down to 
:Notre Dame Cathedral. That's a very fine building, 
sir." 
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" You saw the :Morgue, of course, when you were in 
that direction," remarked :Mr. Ia]t. 
" Why no," poppa confessed, ,« we haven't taken 
much of liking for live Frenchmen, up to the present, 
and I don't suppose dead ones would be any more at- 
tractive." 
" Oh, thcre's nothing unplcasant," said Mrs..Malt, 
,« nothing that you can notice." 
" :Nothing at all," said Mr. 5[alt. " They refrig- 
erate them, you know. We send our beef to England 
by the saine proeess" 
" There are people," the Senator interrupted, " who 
never can see anything amuslng in a eorpse." 
" They don't let you in as a matter of course," Mr. 
Ialt went on. " ¥ou have to pretend that you're look- 
ing for a relation." 
" We had to mention Unele Sammy," said _-[rs. 
Malt. 
" An unele of :[is' XIalt's who went to California 
in '49 and was never heard of afterward," Mr. Malt 
explained. " First use he's ever been to his family. 
Well, there they were, seven of 'em, lying there looking 
at you yesterday. Ail in good condition. I was told 
they have a place downstairs for the older ones." 
" Alexander," said nmmma faintly, "I think I 
slould like a little brandy in my coffee. Were there 
were there any ladies among then, XIr. [alt?" 
" Three," X[r. Ialt responded briskly, " and one of 
them had her haire" 
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" Then please don't tell us about them," momma 
exclaimed, and the silence that ensued was one of slight 
indignation on the part of thc [alt family. 
" You been seeing the town at all, evenings? " [r. 
:Malt inquired of the Senator. 
"I can't say I bave. We've been seeing so much 
of it in the daytime, we haven't felt able to enjoy any- 
thing at night except our beds," poppa returned with his 
accustomed candour. 
" Just so. All the saine there's a good deal going 
on in :Paris after supper." 
" So l've alwa3,s been told," said the Senator, light- 
ing another cigar. 
" Thcy've got what you might call characteristic 
shows here. ¥ou see a lot of lire." 
" Can you take your ladies?" asked the Sena- 
tor. " 
" Well of course you can but I don't believe they 
would find it interesting." 
" Too much lif%" s,id the Senator. "l guess that 
settles it for me too. I daresay I'm lacking in original- 
ity and enterprise but I generally ask myself about 
an entertainment « Are -rs. and iss Wick likely to 
enjoy it?  If s% well and good. If hot, I don't as a 
rule take it in." 
" ]:Ie's a great comfort that way," remarked momma 
to [rs. [alt. 
" Oh, I don't frequent them mysel_f," said Mr. Malt 
defensively. 
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" Talklng of improprieties," remarked [iss Ca]lis, 
"bave you scen the ew Salon? " 
Thcre was something very unexpected about Miss 
Callis; momma complained of it. :Her remarks were 
noyer polishcd by reflection. She ca]led hersel a child 
of nature, but she rcal|y resided in :Brooklyn. 
The Scnator said we had not. 
" Thcn don't you go, Ir. Wick. There's a pic- 
turc thcre--" 
" We noyer look at such pictures, Iiss Callis," 
momma interruptcd. 
" It's so Frcnch," said Miss Callis. 
M«)mma drcw her shawl round hcr preparatory to 
withdrawng, but it was too late. 
" Too Frcnch or words," contînued Iiss Callis. 
« The poct Lamartine, with a note-book and pencil in 
his hand, seatëd in a triumphal charîot, drawn through 
the clouds by beautiful Muses." 
" Oh," said momma, in a relleved voice, " there's 
nothing so dreadfully :French about that." 
" ¥ou should bave seen it," said Miss Callis. " It 
was simply immoral. Lamartine -as in a frock coat! " 
" Thcre could have becn nothing objectionable in 
that," momma repeated. "I sut)pose the Iuses- " 
,« The Iuses were hot in rock coats. They were 
drcssed in the]r traditions," replied Iiss Callis, " but 
they couldn't save the situation, poor dears." 
ZIomma looked as if she wshcd she had the courage 
to ask Miss Callis to cxplain. 
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" In picture gallerics," remarked poppa, " we've seen 
only the Luxembourg and the Louvre. The Louvre, 
I acknowledge, is worthy of a second visit. But I don't 
bclieve we'll have rime to get round again." 
" We've got to get a hustle on ourselves in a day 
or two," said [r. l[alt, as we scparated for the night. 
" There's all Italy and Switzerland waiting for us, ,qnd 
they're bound to be done, because wc've got circnl,r 
tickets. But theres something about this town that I 
hate to leave." 
" He doesn't know whcthcr it's the Arc de Triomphe 
on the Bois de Boulogne or the Opera Comique, or 
what," said Mrs. Malt in affeetionate critieism. " But 
we've been here a week over our rime now, and he 
doesn't seem able to tear hilnself away." 
" l'll tell you what it is," exelaimed 5[r. Malt, pro- 
duelng a nev«spaper, " it's this little old New ]'ock 
Ils'cal& There's no use eo, mparing it with any Ameri- 
ean newspaper, and it «vouldn't be fair to do so; but 12 
wonder these Freneh rags, in a foreign tongne, aren't 
ashalned to be published in the saine capital with it. It 
doesn't take above a quarter of ail hour to read in the 
mornings, but it's a quarter of an hour of solid coin- 
fort that you don't expeet somehow abroad. If the New 
l'o.rk He,ald were only published in Rome I wouldn't 
mind golng there." 
" There's something," said poppa, thoughtfully, as 
we aseended to the third floor, " in what Z[alt says." 
Next day we spent an hour bu'ing trunks for the 
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accommodation of the unattainable elsewhere. Then 
poppa rcmindcd us that we had an important satisfac- 
tion yet to experience. " Business before pleasure," ho 
said, " certainly, lut wc've bcen improving our minds 
pretty hard for the last fev days, and I feel the nee,l 
of a little relaxation. I). V. and V. P., I propose this 
afternoon to make the ascent of the Eiffel Tower. Are 
yOU on ? " 
"I will accompany you, Alexander, if it is safe," 
said monmla, " and, if it is unsafc, I couldn't possibly 
h,t you go without roc." 
lomma is naturally a person of some timidity, but 
whca thc Scnator proposes to incur anv dangcr, she 
always suggests that he shall do it over hcr dead bodv. 
I forget whcre we were at the rime, but I know that 
we had only to walk through the perpetual motion of 
Paris, across a bridge, and down a few steps on the othcr 
side, to find the little stcamir that took us bv the rivcr 
fo the Tower. We might have gone by omnibus or by 
fiacre, but if we had we should noyer bave known what 
a street the Seine is, sliding through Paris, brown in 
thc open sun, dark undcr the shadowing arches of the 
bridges, full of hastening comers and gocrs from land- 
ing-place to lamling-place, up and down. It gave us 
quitc a new familiarity with the river, which had bcen 
bcfore only a part of the landscape, and one of the things 
that ruade Paris imposing. We saw that it was a high- 
way of traIfic, and that the little, brisk, business-like 
stcamers were full of people, who went about in them 
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because it was the cheapest and most convenient way, 
and not at all for the pleasurc of a trip by water. We 
noticed, too, a difference in these rivcr-going people. 
Some of them carried baskets, and some of them read the 
Petit Jouterai, and they all comfortably submitted to 
the good-natured bullying of the mariner in charge. 
There were elderly vomen in black, with a button or 
two off their tight bodiees, and ehildren with patehed 
shoes earrying an assortmcnt of vegetables, and middle- 
aged nwn in slouch hats, smoking tob«wco that wouht 
bave been farbi,lden by publie s{atu{e anywhere elsc. 
They all treated us with a respect and eonsideration 
whieh we had not observed in the Avenue de l'Opera 
and I notieed the Senator visibly expanding in it. Thcre 
was also a man and a little boy, and a dog, all hmehing 
out of the same basket. Afterward, ou being requested 
to do so, the dog performed trieks--Freneh ones--to 
the enjoyment and satisfaction of all three. There 
was a great deal of politeness and good feeling, and 
if they were not Capi and Rcmi and Vitalis in "Sans 
Famille," it was merely because their circums{ances 
were different. 
As we stood looking at the Eiffel Tower, poppa said 
he thought if he were in my place he wouldn't describe 
it. " It's o|d news," he said, "' and there's nothing the 
general public dislike so nmch as that. Every hotel- 
porter in Chicago knows that it's three hundred metres 
high, and that you can sec through it all the way up. 
There it is, and I feel as if I'd passed my boyhood in its 
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shadow. That way I Inust say it's a disappointment. 
I was expecting it to be Inore unexpected, if you under- 
stand." 
Monma and I quite agreed. It had the familiarity 
of a dcinonstration of Euclid, and to the non-engineering 
mind was about as intcresting. The Scnator felt so well 
acquainted with it that he hcsitatcd about buying a de- 
scriptive pamphlet. " They want to sell a stranger too 
much ilfornmtion in this country," he said. " The 
nwanest Amcrican intelligence is equal to stcpping into 
an clevator and stcpping out again." But he bought 
n«' ncverll,cless, and was particularly pleased with it, 
n,,t «,nly be«ause it was the cheapest thing in Paris at 
rive cents, but because, as he said hiinself, it contained 
an anount of enthusiasm hot usually available at any 
Frite. 
The Senator thought, as we entered the elevator at 
the first story, that the accominodation compared very 
well indeed with anything in his experience. IIe had 
only one criticisln--there was no smoking-room. We 
lin,1 a slight dif[iculty with momma at the second story 
--she did hot wish to change her elevator. Inside she 
said she felt perfectly secure, but the tower itself she 
knew ust waggle at that height when once you stepped 
out. In the end, however, we persuaded ber not to go 
down belote she had ruade the ascent, and she rose to 
tbe top with ber eyes shut. When we finally got out, 
however, the sight of nulnbers of young ladies selling 
Eiffel Tower mementoes steadied ber nerves. She 
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agreed with poppa that business premises would never 
let on anything but the most stable basis. 
" It's exactly as Bramley said," remarked the Sena- 
tor. " You're up so high that the scenery, so far as 
Paris is concerned, becomes perfectly ridiculous. It 
might as well be a map." 
"Don't look over, Alexander," said momma. " It 
will fill you with a wild desire to throw yourself down. 
It is said always to have that effect." 
" ' The past ends in this plain at your feet,' " quoted 
poppa critically rom the guide-book, " ' the future will 
there be fulfillcd.' I suppose they did feel a bit uppish 
whcn they'd got as high as this--but you'd think France 
was about the onlv republic at prese.nt doing busincss, 
wouldn't you? " 
I pointed out the Pantheon down below and St. Eti- 
enne du Mont, and l»oppa was immediately filled with 
a poignant regret that we had spent so much time seeing 
public buildings on £oot. " Whereas," said he, " from 
our present point o£ view we could bave done them all 
in ton minutes. As it is, we shall bc in a positi,m to 
say we've seen everything there is to be secn in Paris. 
]3ramley won't be able to tell us it's a pity we've misscd 
anything. I[owever," he continued, " we must be con- 
scicntious about it. l've no desire to play it low down 
on ]3ramley. :Let us walk round and pick out the places 
of interest he's most likely to expect to catch us on, 
and look at them separately. I should hate to think 
I was't telling thc truth about a thing like that." 
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" We walked round and specifically observed the 
" Ecolc des Beaux Arts," the " Palais d'Industrie," 
" Liberty Enlightening the World," and other objects, 
])oppa carcfully noting against each of them " seen from 
Eiffcl Tower." As we ruade our way to the river side 
we nofi«ed our olller people, two ladies and two gentle- 
nlCn, looking at thc military balloon hanging over Meu- 
don. Tllcy all lmd their backs to us, and there was to 
nie somet]ling dissimilarly familiar about thrce of those 
l,a«ks. While I was trying to analyse it one of the gen- 
llemen turned, and eaught sight of poppa. In anotler 
instant the highest elevalion yet ruade by engineering 
skill was the s«enc of three impctuous _Ameriean hand- 
elasps, and four impulsive Ameriean voiees were sa.r- 
ing, " Why how do you do! " The gentleman was 
iehard Dod of Chieago, known to our family without 
interruption since he wore long elothes. Mr. Dod had 
corne into lais patrimony and simultaneously disappeared 
in the direction of Europe six months before, sinee when 
we had onlv heard vaguely that he had lost most of it, 
but vas inMterably cheerful; and there was nobody, 
apparently, he expected so litt]e or desired so much to 
see in Paris as the Senator, momma and me. Poppa 
ho- ' 
ca]led him " Diek, my y, momma ealled him " my 
dear Dicky," I ealled him plain " Diek," and when this 
had been going on for, possibls, rive minutes, the older 
and larger o the two ladies of the party swung round 
with a majesty I at once assoeiated with my earlier Lon- 
don experienees, and regarded us through her pince nez. 
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There was no mistaking her disapproval. I had seen 
it before. We v«ere Americans and she was Mrs. Por- 
theris of tIalf Ioon-street, Piccadilly. I saw that she 
recognised me and was trying to make up ber mind 
v«hether, in vlew of the complication of Mr. Dod, to 
bow or not. :But the woman who hesitates is lost, evcn 
though she be a ]3ritish marron of massive prcjudices 
and a figure to match. In Mrs. Portheris's instant of 
vacillation, I stepped forward v«ith sueh enthusiasm 
that she was compelled to take down her pice nez and 
hold out a superior hand. I took it warmly, and turned 
 to my parents with a joy whieh was hot in the least 
affeeted. " Momma," I exelaimed, " try to think of 
the very last person who would naturally cross your 
mindour relation, Mrs. Portheris. Poppa, allov me 
to introduee you to your aunt--Mrs. Portheris. Your 
far distant nephev from Chieago, Mr. Joshua Peter 
Wick." 
It was a moment to be remembered--we all snid so 
afterwards. Everything hung upon Mrs. Portheris's at- 
titude. :But it was immediately evident that Mrs. Por- 
theris considered parents of anv kind excusable, even 
commendable! tIer manner said as nmch--it also 
plied, however, that she could not possibly be held 
responsible or transatlantic connections by a ormer 
marriage. Momma was nervous, but collecte& She 
bowed a distant Wastgaggle bow, an heirloom in tlte 
amily, which gave Mrs. Portheris to understand that 
i any cordiality vas to characterise the occasion, it 
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would have to enmnate from her. Besides, Mrs. Por- 
theris was popt)a's relation, and would naturally have 
tobe guardcd against. Poppa, on the other hand, was 
cordiality itself--he always is. 
" Why, is that so?" said poppa, looking earnest]y 
at :Mrs. l'orthcris and firlnly retaining her hand. " Is 
this my very own Aunt Carolinc? " 
" At ont rime," rcspondcd Mrs. Portheris with a 
difl]cult smilo, " and, I fear, by marriage only." 
" Ah, to bc sure, to bc sure! Poor Unc]c .[immy 
gave place to an,)ther. But we won't sav anything 
more al)out that. F.¢peeially as yon've been equally 
nnfortnnate with yonr second," sald poppa sympathet- 
ieally. " \Vell, I'm sure l'in pleased to meet you 
--glad to shake you bv the hand." lIe gave that 
member one more pressure as he spoke and relin- 
quished it. 
" It is extremely unlooked for," replied his Aunt 
Caroline, aud looked at l[r. Dod, who quailed, as if 
he were in some way responsible for it. "I eonfess I 
ara hot in the habit of meeting my connections promiseu- 
ously abroad." Vhen we came to analyse the impro- 
priety of this it was diffieult, but we felt as a falnilv 
very disreputable at the time. Air. Dod radiated sympa- 
thy for us. Poppa looked eoneerned. 
" The faet is," said he, " we onght to have ealled 
on you at vour London residenee, Aunt Caroline. And 
if we had been able to make a more protraeted stay than 
just about loug enough, as you might say, to see what 
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rime it was, we would have donc so. But you sec 
if was." 
" Pray don't mention it," said Mrs. Portheris. " 
is very unlikely that I should have been at home. ' 
" Then tlat's all right," pop1)a rep]ied with relief. 
" London has so many nlOnUlnents" murmured 
Dicky Dod, regarding Mrs. Portheris's impressive ba«. 
" It is quite impossible to visit them ail." 
" The vicw from here," out relation remarkcd il a 
]eave-taking tone, " is very beantiful, is it not " 
" It's very extensive," replied poppa, " but I notice 
the inhabitants round about seem to think it embraees 
the biggest part of civilisation." I adroit it's a good- 
sized view, but that's what I call eularging upo it." 
" Corne, Mr. Dod," COlnmanded Mrs. Portheris, " we 
must rejoin the rcst of our party. Thcy arc on thc other 
side." 
" Certainly," said Dicky. " But you nmst give me 
your address, Mrs. Wick. Thanks. And thcre now! 
l've been away from Illinols a good long rime, but I'm 
not going to forgct to congratu]ate Chicago on gettig 
you once more into the United States Senate, Mr. ]Vick. 
I did what I could in my humble way, y,)u know." 
" I know you did, Richard," returned poppa warmly, 
" and if there's any little Consulship in foreign parts 
that it would amuse you to fill- " 
[rs. Portheris, in the act of exchanging unemotional 
farcwells wlth mamma, turned rolnd. " Do I under- 
stand that you are now a Seiator? " she inquired. " 
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had no idea of it. It is ccrtainly a distinction--an 
American distinction, of course--but vou can't help 
lhat. It does FOU credit. I trust you will use your 
influence to put an end to the Z[,_,rmons." 
"As far as that   " 
gocs, poppa returned with dcprc- 
cation, " I bclieve mv business docs take me to the Capi- 
toi prctty rcgularly now. ]3ut I'd be sor" to think auy 
lnorc of mysclf on that account. Your nephew, Aunt 
(arohm, is just thc s:nnc plain 'kmerican he was be- 
" I hope you will vote to exterlninate them," con- 
(inucd Mrs. l%rthcris with decision. '" Dear lne[ 
Scnator--I suppose you must bave a great deal of in- 
tlucnce in your own country! Ah, here are the truants! 
We lnight ail go down in the lift togethcr." 
The truants appeared looking conscious. One of 
thcm, whcn he saw roc, looked astonished as well, and 
I cannot say that I lnyself was perfectly unmoved when 
I rcalised that it was Mr. Maffcrton! There was no 
reason why Mr. Iaffcrton should hot llave been at the 
top of the Eiffel Tower in the society of Mrs. Portheris, 
Nr. D,)d, and another, that aftcrnoon, but for the mo- 
ment it seelncd to me uniquely alnazing. We shook 
hands, howcver--it was the only thing to do---and r. 
Iafferton said this was indeed a surprise as if it were 
the most ordinary thing possible. Mrs. Portheris looked 
on at our greeting with an air of objecting to thin 
she had hot been taught to expect, and remarked that 
she had no idea r. :Mafferton was one of my London 
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acquaintances. " But then," she continued in a tone 
of just reproach, "I saw so little of you during your 
se,qson in town that you might have ruade the Queen's 
acquaintance and all the Royal Family, and I should 
bave been none the wiser." 
It was too much to expect of one's momma that she 
shou]d let an opportunity like that slip, and mine took 
hold of it with both hands. 
"I believe my daughter did mal(e Victoria's 
quaintance, h[rs. Portheris" said she, " and we were all 
very pleased about it. Your Queen has a very good 
reputation in our country. We think ber a wise sover- 
eign and a perfect lady. I suppose you often go to her 
Drawing Rooms." 
[Mrs. Portheris wore the expression of one passing 
through the Stone Age to a somewhat more mobile 
period. " I really think," she said, " I should bave been 
ruade aware of that. To have had a young relative pre- 
sented without one's knowledge seems too extraordinar.v. 
Xo," she continued, turning to poppa, " the only thing 
I heard of this young ladyit came to me in a very 
roundabout manner--was that she had gone home to 
be married. Was hot that your intention. " asked Mrs. 
Portheris, turning to me. 
"It was," I said. There xvas nothing else to say. 
"Then may I inquire if you fulfilled it? " 
"I didn't, h[rs. Portheris," said I. I was verv red, 
but hot so red as [r. -afferton. " Circumstance inter- 
fered." I was prepared for an inquiry as to what the 
7 
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clrcumstances were, and prlvately ruade up my mind 
that [rs. Portheris was too distant a relation to be grati- 
£ed with such information in the publicity of the Eiffel 
Tower. But she merely looked at me with suspicion, 
and said it was much bettcr that young people should 
discover thcir unsuitability to oue anothcr bcfore mar- 
riage than after. " I can conceive nothing more shock- 
ing than divorce," said :\[rs. lortlleris, and her tone in- 
dicated that I had probably narrowly eseaped it. 
We werc rather a large party as we ruade our way 
1o thc elevator, and I round nlyself behind the others 
in conversation with Dicky Dod. It was a happiness to 
corne thus unexpeetedly upon Dieky Dodhe gave forth 
ail that is most exhilarating in out demoeratie civilisa- 
tion, and he was in excellent spirits. As the young lady 
of 2I. Portheris's party joined us I thought I round 
a barometrie reading in ]Ir. Dod's countenanee that ex- 
plained the situation. "I remember you," she said 
shyly, and there was soxnething in this innocent audaeity 
and thc blush whieh aeeompanied it that helped me to 
remember her too. " ]'ou came to see mamnm in IIalf 
Noon-street once. I ara Isabel." 
" Dear me! " I replied, " so you are. I remember 
you had to go upstairs, hadn't you. Please don't 
mind," I went on hastily as Isabel looked distressed, 
" you eouldu't help it. I was very unexpeeted, and I 
might have been dangerous. How--how you've 
grown, t'' I really eouldn't think of anything else to 
say. 
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Isabel blushed again, Dicky observing with absorbed 
adoration. ]t was lovely colour. " You know I havcn't 
reall)-," she said, "it's all one's long frocks and doing up 
one's hair, you know." 
" iiss Portheris only came out two months ago," 
remarked Mr. Dod, with the effcct of announcing that 
Venus had just arisen from the foam. 
" Corne, young people," h[rs. 1-'ortheris exclaimed 
from the lift; " we are waiting for you." POpl»a and 
momma and Ir. Mafferton werc already inside. Mrs. 
l'ortheris stood in the door. ,s Isabcl entered I saw 
that hIr. Dod was making thc wildest efforts to com- 
nmnicate somcthing to me with his left eye. 
" Corne, young people," repeated Mrs. Portheris. 
" Do you think it's sale for so many? " asked Dickv 
doubtfully. "Suppose anything should give, you 
know! " 
Mrs. Portheris looked undecided. Iomma, fronl 
the interior, immediately proposed to get out. 
" Sale as a church," remarked thc Senator. 
" What do you mean, Dod? " demanded Mr. 
ferton. 
" Well, it's like this," said Dicky; « Iiss Wick is 
rather nervous about overcrowding, and I think it's 
better fo run no risks myself. You all go down, and 
we'll follow you next trip. Ste? " 
" I suppose you will hardly allow tlat, ]Irs. Wick," 
said our relation, with ominous portent. 
"Est ce que vots voidez à déscedre, monsieur? » 
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inquired the offlcial attached to the elevator, with some 
impatience. 
"I don't see what there is to object to--I sup- 
pose it would be saler," momma replied anxiously, 
and the offlcial again demanded if we were going 
clown. 
" :Not this trip, thank you," said Dicky, and turned 
away. ][rs. eortheris, who had taken ber seat, rose 
with dignity. " In that case," said she, " I also will 
remain at the toi); " but her determination arrived too 
late. With a ferocious gcsture the little offlcial shut 
thc door and gave the signal, and Mrs. Portheris sank 
carthwards, a vision of outraged propriety. I felt sorry 
for lllOlllIlla. 
" knd now," I inquired of 5fr. Dod, "why was the 
elevator not safe? " 
" I'll tell you," said Dicky. " Do you know Mrs. 
lorthcris wcll? " 
" Very slightly indeed," I replied. 
" lX'ot well enough to--sort of chmn up with our 
loarty, I suppose." 
" lX"ot for worlds," said 
Dicky looked so disconsol:te that I was touched. 
" Still," I said, " you'd better trot out the circum- 
stances, Dicky. We haven't forgotten what you did 
in your humble way, you know, at election rime. 
can promise for the family that we'll do anything we 
tan. You mustn't ask us to poison ber, but we rnight 
lead ber into the influenza." 
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" It's this way," said Mr. Dod. " IIow remarkably 
contracted the Place de la Concorde looks down therc, 
doesn't it! It's like looking through the wrong end of 
an opera g]ass." 
" l've observed that," I said. " It won't be fair fo 
keep them waiting very long down there on the carth, 
you knov, Dicky." 
" Certainly not! Well, as I was saying, your poppa's 
Aunt Caroline is a perfect fiend of a chapcrone. By 
Jove, :Mamie, let's bc silhouetted[ " 
" Poppa was silhouetted," I said, " and the artist 
turned hin out the image of Senator Frye. N'ow he 
doesn't resemble Senator Frye in the least degrce. The 
elevator is ascending, Richard." 
Richard b]ushed and looked intently at the horizon 
beyond Montmartre. 
" You see, between Iiss PoNheris and me, it's this 
way," he began reckless]y, but with the vision before 
my eyes of momma on the steps below wanting ber 
tea, I cut him short. 
" So far as you are concerned, Dicky, I see the way 
it is," I interposed sfipathetically. " The question 
iS 
"Exctly. So it is. About bel. ut  cn't 
find out. It seems to be so dicult with an English 
girl. Doesn't seem to think such a thing as aa pro- 
posal exists. Now an American rl is just as 
ready" 
"Richard," I interrupted severely, " the circum- 
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stances do hot requlre international comparisons. 
the way, how do you happen to be travelling with-- 
with [r. ZIaffcrton?" 
" That's exactly where it cornes in," Ir. Dod ex- 
claimed lurainously. " You'd think, the way Maffcrton 
purrs round the old lady, he'd been a friend of the fam- 
ily from the beginning of rime! Fact is, he met them 
two days bcfore they left London. I had known them 
a good nonth, and the venerable one seemed to take 
to me considerably. Thcre wasn't a cab she wouldn't 
let me call, nor a box at the theatre she wouldn't oceup', 
nor a supper she wouldn't try to enjoy. Used to ask me 
to tca. Inqulrcd whcther [ was IIigh or Low. That 
was awful, bccausc I had to chance it, being Congre- 
gational, but I hlt it right--she's Low, too, strong. 
lsabel always nmdc the tea out of a canlster the old 
lady kept locked. Singular habit that, loc "ldng tea up in 
a canister." 
" You are wandering, Dicky," I said. " .oEnd Isabel 
nsed to ask you whether you would have muffins or 
brown bread and butter--I know. Go on." 
" Girls ave intuition," remarked Sir. Dod with 
a glance of admiration which I discounted with con- 
tcmpt. " Well, then old [afferton turned up here a 
week ago. Since thon I haven't been waltzing in as 
did belote. Old lady seems to think there's a chance 
of keeplng the family pure Englishseems to thlnk 
she'd like it better--see? At least, I take it that way; 
he's cousin to a lord," Dick added dejectedly, " and you 
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lnow financially l've bcen coming through a cold 
season." 
" It's awkward," I admitted, "but old ladies of no 
family are like that over here. I know irs. Porthcris 
is an old lady of no family, because she's a connection 
of ours, you see. Vhat about Isabel? Can't you tell 
thc least bit? " 
" IIow cana fellow? She blushes just as nmch 
when he speaks to lier as when I do." 
"But are you quite sure," I asked delicatcly, 
"whether Ir. :[afferton is--intcrested? " 
" There's the worst kind of danger of it," Dicky 
replied impressively. "I don't know whether I ought 
to tell you, bnt the fact is [afferton's just got the sack 
I beg your pardon--just been congéed himself. They 
say she was an American and it was a bad case; she be- 
haved most unfeelingly." 
" ¥ou shouldn't believe all you hear," I said, "but 
I don't sec what that has to do with it." 
" hy, he's just in the mood to console himsclf. 
What fellow would think twice of being thrown over, 
if Miss Portheris were the alternative! " 
" It depends, Dicky," I observed. " ¥ou are jump- 
ing at conclusions." 
" What I hoped," he went on regretfully as we took 
our places in the elevator, "was that we might travel 
together a bit and that you wouldn't mind just now and 
then taking old '[afferton off our hands, you know." 
"Dicky," I said, as we swiftly descended, "here is 
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our itinerary. Genoa, you see, then lisa, Rome, Naples, 
]ome again, Florence, Venice, Verona, up through the 
lakes to Switzerland, and so on. We leave to-morrow. 
If we sould meet again, I don't promise to undertake 
it personally, but l'll see what momma can do." 



Breakfast vith Dicky Dod, 



CHAPTER VIII. 

PoI'I'A said as we steamed out of Paris that night 
that the Presidency itself would not induce him to reside 
there, and I think he lneant it. I don't know whether 
the omnibus nurneros and the covrespondawes where 
you change, or the men sitting staring on the side walks 
drinking things for hours ata rime, or getting no vege- 
tables to speak of with his joint, annoyed him most, 
but he was very decided in his views, lXIomma and I 
were not quite so certain; we had a guilty sense of 
ingratitude when we thought of the creations in the 
van; but the cobblestones biassed momma a good deal, 
who hoped she should get some sleep in Italy. I had 
breakfasted that morning in the most amusing way with 
]gicky 19od ata café in the Champs Elysées--poppa and 
monmaa had an engagement with Ir. and lXIrs. Ialt 
and couldn't corne--and in the leniency of the recollec- 
tion I said something favourable about the Arc de Tri- 
omphe at sunset; but I gathered from the Senator's 
remarks that, while the sunset was fine enough, he didn't 
see the propriety in using it that way as a background 
for Tapoleon Bonaparte, so to speak. 
"Result is," said the Senator, " the intelligent for- 
I)9 
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eigner's got pretty nearly to go out of the town to sec 
a sunsct without having to think about Aboukir and 
Alexandria. ]3ut that's Paris all over. There isn't a 
street, or a public building, or a statue, or a fountain, 
or a thing that doesn't shout at you, ':Look at me! 
Think about me! Your admiration or your lire!' 
Those Frenchmcn dont mind it because it on]y rcpeats 
what theyrc always saying themselvcs, but if you'rc 
a foreigner it gets on your nerves. That city is too uni- 
forlnly fine tobe of nmeh use to me---it keeps me all 
le ilne wondering why I'm hOt in one eternal good 
humour to match. There's good old London now 
always looks, I should think, just as you feel. Looks like 
history, too, and change, and contrast, and the different 
varieties of the human lot." 
"I sec what you mean, poppa," I said. " There's 
too mueh equality in ]Paris, isn't there--to be interest- 
ing," but the Senator was too deeply engaged in getting 
out momma's smelling salts to eorroborate this interpre- 
tatioll. 
Itis a very long way to Genoa if vou don't stop at 
Aix-les-Bains or anywheretwenty-four hours--but 
Mont Cenis oeeurs in the night, whieh is suitable in a 
tunnel. There ealne a chill through the darkness that 
struek to one's very marrow, and we all rose with one 
accord and groped about for more rugs. When broad 
daylight came it was Savoy, and we realised what we 
had been through. The Senator was inelined fo deplore 
missing the realisation of the 3[ont Cenis, and it was 
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only when lnomlna said it was a pity he hadn't taken 
a train that would have brought us through in the day- 
tilne and enablcd him to examine it, that he ceased to 
express regret, lIy parents are often vehicles of phi- 
losophy for each other. 
Besicles, in the course of the morning the Senator 
acknowledged that he got more hmnels than he had 
any idea he had paid for. They came with a precipi- 
tancy that intcrfercd inmensely with any connected 
idea of the scenery, though molnna, in lny intercst, did 
ber best to :forln one. « Note, my love," she said, as we 
began to penetrate the frontier country, « that majestie 
blue summit on the horizon to the left"--oblitcration, 
and anothcr tunnel! "Don't miss that jagged line of 
snows just beyond the back of poppa's llead, dear ont. 
Quick! they are melting away! "--but the next tunnel 
was quicker. « Put dovn that the dazzling purity of 
these lovely peaks must be realised, for it canuot be "-- 
darkness, and the blight of another tunnel. It was very 
hard on momma's imagination, and she finally accepted 
the Senator's warning that it would be thrown coin- 
pletely out of gear if she went on, and abandoned the 
attempt to form complete sentences between tunnels. 
It was much simpler to exclaim " Splendid! " or « Glori- 
ous! " which one could generally do without being in- 
terrupted. 
We were hot prepared to enjoy anything when we 
arrived at Genoa, but there was Christopher Columbus 
in bronze, just outside the station in a little place by 
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himself, and we felt bound to give him our attention 
before we weut any further. He was patting America 
on thc head, both of them lire size, and carrying on that 
historical argument with his sailors in bas-relief below; 
and he looked a vcry fine character. As poppa said, he 
'as just the man you would pick out to discover .meri- 
ca. The Scnator also remarked that you could see from 
thc position of the statue, right there in full view of 
the travclling public, that the Genoese thoght a lot 
of Cohanbus; rclicd upon him, in fact, as their biggest 
attraction. M«»mma examined him from the carriage. 
She said it was most gratifying to see him there in his 
own home, so to spcak; but her enthusiasm did hot in- 
duce her to get out. B[omma's patriotism bas always 
tobe considered in connection with the state of ber 
nerves. 
The state of all or nerves was healed in a quarter of 
an hour. The Senator showed his coupons somewhat 
truculently, but they were received as things of price 
with disarming bows and rcal gladness. We were led 
through rambling passages into ]ofty whlte chambers, 
with marble floors and iron bedsteads, full of smplicity 
and cleanliness, where we removed all recollections of 
iaris without being obliged to consider a stuffy carpet 
or satin-covcred furniture. Italy, in the persons of the 
portier and the chambermaid, laid hold of us with in- 
telligible smiles, and we were charmed. Inslde, the 
place was full of long free lines and cool polished sur- 
faces, and pleasant ctrves. Outside, a thick-ronded 
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palm swayed in the evening wind against a climbing 
bill of many-tinted, many-windowed bouses, in all the 
sort colours we knew of before. Vhen the portier ad- 
dressed momma as " Signora " her cup of bliss ran over, 
and she ruade up her mind that she felt able, after all, 
to go down to dinner. 
Remembering their sentiments, we bowed as slightly 
as possible when we saw the h[iss ]inghams across the 
table, and the Senator thrcw that into his voice, as he 
inquired how they liked la belle Italie so far, and whether 
they had had any trouble with their trunks coming in, 
which might bave given them to understand that his 
politeness was very perfunctory. If they perceived it, 
they allowed it to influence them the other way, how- 
ever. They asked, ahnost as cordially as if we were 
middle-class English people, whether we had actually 
survived that trip to Versailles, and forbore to comment 
when we said we had enjoyed it, beyond saying that if 
there was one enviable thng it was the American capa- 
city for pleasure. Yet one could see quite plainly that 
the vacuum caused by the absence of the American 
capacity for pleasure was filled in their case by some- 
thing very superlor to it. 
" This city new to you? " asked the Senator as the 
meal progressed. 
" In a sense, yes," replied :Miss ancy Bingham. 
" We've never studied it before," said )¢Iiss Cora. 
"I suppose it bas a fascination all its own," re- 
marked momma. 
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" Oh, rather! " exclaimed :Miss :Nancy ]3ingham, 
and I reflected that when she was in England she must 
ha'e secn a great deal of school-boy society. I decided 
at once, noting its effect upon the lips of a middle-aged 
maidcn lady, that momma must hot be allowed to pick 
up the expression. 
" It's siml,ly full of associations of old familics 
the Dorias, the Pallavicinis, the Durazzos," remarked 
lliss Cora. " Do you gloat on the medicval? " 
" We're perfectly prepared to," said the Senator. 
"I bclieve we've got both Murray and B, aedekcr for 
this place. Now do you commit your facts to memory 
bcfore going to bel thc night previous, or do you learn 
theln up as you go along? " 
" Oh," said )[iss Nancy Bingham, " we are of the 
opinion that one should always visit these places with 
a mind prepared. Though I mvself bave no objection 
t,, carrying a guide-book, provided it is covered with 
brown paper." 
" Then you acquire it all beforehand," colmnented 
thc Senator. " That, I must say, is commendable of 
you. _,\nd it's certainly the only business-like wav of 
proceeding. The amount of rime a person loses fooling 
over Baedcker on the spot--" 
" One of us does," acknowledged Miss Nancy. '" We 
take it in turns. \nd I nlust say it is generally mv 
sister." And she turned to ][iss Cora, who blushed 
and said, " Itow can you, Nancy! " 
" And you use her, for that particular publie build- 
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ing or historic scene, as a sort of I)ortable, self-acting 
reference library," remarked poi)pa. " That's an idea 
that commends itself to me, daughter, i connection 
with you." 
I was about to reply in terres of dcprecation, when 
a confusion of sound drifted in from the strcct, of arriv- 
ing cabs and expostulating voices. The Miss Iinghams 
lookcd at each othcr in consternation and saM with one 
accord, " It was the Fulda! " 
« Was it? " inquircd I)oi)pa. « Do you rcfer to the 
Gcrman Lloyd stcamshil) of that naine? " 
" We do," said ]Iiss :Nancy. " About an hour go 
we were sure we saw her steaming into the harbour." 
" She cornes from New York, I sui)pose," nmmma 
rcmarked. 
" She does indced," said ]iss :Nancy, " and she's 
bcen lying at the docks unloading Americans ever since 
she arrved. And here they are. Cora, bave you fin- 
ished ." 
Cra said she had, and without further I)arley the 
ladies rose and rustled away. Thcir invading fellow- 
countrymen grateully took ther I)laces, and the Scnator 
sent a glance of scorn after them strong enough to make 
them turn round. After dinner, we saw a collection 
of cabin trunks and valises standing in the entrancc 
hall labelled tI:NGtIAM, and knew that [iss :Nancy 
and [iss Cora vere again in flight before the :Nemesis 
of the kmerican Eagle. I will not repeat poppa's senti- 
ments. 
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On the hotel doorstep next morning waited Ales- 
sandro/3ebbini. ]le waited for us--an hour and a hall, 
bccause momma had some re-packing to do and we were 
going on next day. :Nobody had asked him to wait, but 
ho had a carriage rcady and the look of having been 
ordered three months prcviously. ]Ie presented his card 
to the Senator, who glanced at him and said, " Do I 
look as if ] wanted a shave? " 
Alessandro 12ebbilfi smiled--an olive flash of pity 
and amusement. " I make not the shava, Signore," he 
said, " l ara the courier--for your kind dispositione I 
lllll ]ler(." 
" You should nec'er judge ¢oreigners by their appear- 
anee, .oElexander," rebuked momma. 
" Well, Mr. Bebbini," said the Senator, "I guess 
]'ve got to apologise to you. You see they told me in- 
side there that I should probably find a--a tonsorial 
artist out here on the steps"--poppa never minds tell- 
ing a story to save people's feelings. " :But you haven't 
convineed me," he eontinued, " that l've got any use 
for a courier." 
" You wish sec Genoa--is it hot? " 
" Wêll, yes," replied the Senator, " it is." 
" Then with me you corne alonga. I will translate 
you the city--shoppia, pallassw'at you like. Also I 
ara hot dear man neither. In the season yes. Then I 
ara very dear. But now is nobody." 
" What does your rime eost to buy? " demanded 
poppa. 
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" Very cheap price. Two francs one hour. Ten 
francs one day. But if with you I travcl, make arrangi- 
mento» you und'stan , look for traina--otcl» biglidto, 
bagaglia--then I ara so littlc you laugh. Two 'undred 
franc thc month! » and .lessandro indicated with every 
muscle of his body the amazement he expected us to 
feel. 
The Scnator turned to thc ladics of his family. 
" :Now that I think of it»" he said» " travcls in Italy 
are never writtcn without a courier. I)eople wouldn't 
believe they were authentic. And Bramlcy said if you 
really wanted to enjoy yourself it was folly hot to en- 
gage one." 
" I suppose thcre's nmre c]oice in the scason," 
said momma» glancing disapprovingly at Alessandros 
swarthy collar. " And I confess I should have expected 
them to be garbed more picturesqucly." 
" Look at his language»" I remarkcd. " You can't 
bave everything." 
The Senator said that was so. "I believe you can 
corne along» Mr. Bebbini»" he said; " we're strangers 
here and we'll get you fo help us to enjoy ourselves for 
a month on the terms you naine. You can begin right 
away." 
Alessandro bowed and waved us to the carriage. It 
was only the ordinary commercial bow of Italy, but I 
could see that it ruade a difference to momma, tIe saw 
us seated and was climbing on the box when poppa in- 
terfered. " Theres no use tr)ing o work it that 
8 
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he said; " we can't ask you to twist your head off every 
rime you emit a piece of information. Besicles, there's 
no scnse in your riding on the box when there's an extra 
scat. You won't crowd us any, :r. :Bebbini, and I 
gucss we can refraia from dscussing family mattcrs 
for ole hour." 
So we started, wlth [r. :Bebbini at short range. 
" [ think," said he, " you lika first off the 'ouse of 
Cistooro Clombo." 
" 1 don't see how you knew," sad poppa, " but you 
arc perectly correct. Cristoforo was one of the most 
dstnguishcd .\mericans on the roll of hstory, and we, 
also, arc, .\mercans. .kt once, at once to the habitation 
of Çristoforo." 
Alcssandro leaned forward impressively. 
" Who informa you Cristoforo Colombo vas .meri- 
cano? ]?,etter -ou don't believe these other gu]de-- 
gnoranta ella. Crstooro was Genoa man, born here, 
ou und'stan',  Italiano. Only lire in America a lill' 
w'ile--to dscover, you und'stan'?" 
" [r. tebbn," said poppa, " if you go around con- 
tradicting \mericans on the subject of Christopher 
Columbus our business wll decrease. .ks a matter of 
fact, Christopher wasn't born, he was made, and America 
ruade him. He has every rght to claire tobe considered 
an .çmercan, and t was a litt]e careless of him not to 
have ounded a family there. We make excuses for him 
it's quite true he had very little time at hs disposal 
but we feel it, the whole nation of us, to this day." 
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The Via Balbi was cheerfully erooked and crowded, 
it had the modern note of the street car, and the medi- 
oeval one of old wonen, arms akimbo, in the nooks and 
recesses, selling big black cherries and bursting figs. 
Even the old women though, as momma complained, 
wore postillon basques and bell skirts, certainly in an 
advanced stage of usefulness, but of unmlstakable gene- 
sis--just what had been popular in Chicago a -ear or two 
before. 
" :Really, my love," said momma, "I don't know 
what we shall do for description in Genoa, the people 
seem to wear no clothes worth mentioning whatever." 
We concluded that all the city's characteristically Italian 
garments were in the wash; they depcnded in novel eut 
and colour from every window that did not bclong to 
a bank or a univcrsity; and someimes, when the side 
street was narrow and the houses high, the effect was 
quite imposing. Poppa asked Alessandro Bebbinl 
whether they were expecting ro-alty or anything, or 
whether it was like this evcry washing da7, and we 
gathered that there was nothing unusual about it. 
But poppa said I had better mention it so that pcople 
might be prepared. :Personally, I rather liked the 
display, it gave such unexpected colour and incident 
to those high-shouldering, narrow by-ways we looked 
down into from the upper level of the Via Balbi, 
where only here and there the sun strove through, 
and all the rest was a rich toned mystery; but 
there may be others like momma, who prefer the 
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clothes llne of the Occident and the privacy of the back 
yard. 
The two sides of the Via Poverina almost touched 
foreheads. " Yes," said Alessandro ]ebbini apolo- 
gctically» " it is a ver » tight street? 
loppa was extremcly pleased with the appearance of 
the house of Christopher Columbus, which Alessandro 
pointed out in the Via Assorotti. It was a comfortable 
looking edifice» with stone giants supporting the arch 
of the doorway, in every respect suitable as the residence 
of a retired navigator of distinction. Poppa said it was 
very gratifying to find that Cristoforo had been able» 
in his declining years, whcn he was out only European 
rcprescntative» to keep his end up with credit to 
2lneriea. 
¥ou so often round the former abodes of glorious 
names with a modern rental out of all proportion with 
their historie interest. This house, poppa calculated, 
would let to-dav at a figure disereditable neither to Cris- 
toforo himself, nor to the United States of Ameriea. 
[r. ]3ebbini, unfortunately» could hot tell him what 
that figure was. 
On the steps of San Lorenzo Cathedral momma 
paused and cast a searching glanee into all the corners. 
" Where are the beggars? " she inquired, hot with- 
out injury. " I have always been given to understand 
that church entrances in Italy were disgraccfully 
thronged with beggars of the lowest type. I bave never 
seen a picture of a sacred building without them! " 
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" So that was why you wanted so much snmll change, 
Augusta," said the Scnator. " ][r. lebbini says there's 
a law against them nowadays. :Now that you mentior 
it, I'm disappointed therc too. ][unicipal progress in 
Italy is somcthing you've hot prepared for somehow. 
I daresay if we only knew it, they're t5inking of light- 
ing this town with electricity, and the Board of Alder- 
men are considering contracts for cable cars." 
" Do hot inquire, Alexander," begged momma, but 
the Scnator had fallen behind with [r. lebbini in 
earnest conversation, and we gathered that its import 
was entirely modern. 
It was our first Italian church and it was ilnprcssive, 
for a l?resident of the French Rcpublic had just fallen 
to the knife of an Italian assassin, and froln the altar 
to the door San Lorenzo was in mourning and in pen- 
ance. [asses for his soul's repose had that day been 
said and sung; near the door hung a request for the 
prayers of all good Christians to this end. ][any of the 
grave-eyed people that came and went wcre doubtlcss 
about this business, but one, I know, was there on a pri- 
vate errand. ]:[e prayed at a chapel aside, kneeling on 
the floor beside the railings, his cap in his hands, grasp- 
ing it just as the peasant in The Angelus grasps his. In- 
side the altar hung a picture of a pitying woman, and 
there were candles and foolish flowers of tinsel, but 
beside these, many tokens of hearts, gold and silver, 
thick below the altar, crowding the partition walls. 
The hearts were grateful onesAlessandro explained 
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in an nndcr-tone--brought and left by many who had 
bccn prcscrved from violent death by the saint there, 
and he who knelt was a workraan just from hospital, 
who had fallcn, with his son, from a building. The boy 
had bcen killed, the fathcr only badly hurt. ]Iis heart 
token was the last--a littlc common thing--and tied 
with no rcjoiceful ribbon but with a scrap of crape. 
hopcd Ilcavcn would see the crapc as well as the tribute. 
Whcn we wcnt away ho was still knecling in his patched 
bluc cott«)n clothes, and as tlle saint had velu- beautiful 
kind cycs, and ail the tinsel flowcrs were standing in 
thc glowing light of stained glass, and the voice of the 
Church had bcgun to speak too, through the organ, 
daresay he wcnt away conlforted. 
Iomma says there is only one thlng she recollccts 
clearly about San Lorcrzo, and that is the Chapel of 
St. John the Baptist. This does hot remain in her mem- 
ory because of the Cinquecento screen or the altar- 
canopy's porphyry pillars which we know we must bave 
seen because the guide-book says they are there, but 
because of the fact that Pope Innocent the Eighth had 
it closed to our sex for a long rime, except on one day 
of the ycar, on account of I[crodias. Momma considered 
this extreme]y invldious of Innocent the Eighth,and said 
it was a thing no man except a Pope would ]mve thought 
of doing. What annoyed poppa was that she seemed 
to hold Alessandro ]3ebbini responsible, and covered 
him with reproaches, in the guise of ar«ument, which 
he neither deserved nor understood. And when poppa 



A VOYAGE OF CONSOLATION. 113 

suggested that she was probably as much to blalne for 
IIerodias's conduct as l[r. Bebbini was for the Popc's, 
she said that had nothing whatever to do with it, and she 
thanked Heaven she was born a Irotestant an.5vay, 
distinctly implying that Herodias was a Roman Catho- 
lic. And if poppa didn't wish ber back to give out alto- 
gether, would he please return to the carriage. 
We wandered through a palace or two and thought 
how interesting it must have been to be rich in the days 
of " Sir Horatio Palavasene, who robbed the l'ope to 
pay the Queen." Wealth had its individuality in those 
days, and expressed itself with truth and splendour in 
sculpture, and picture, and tapestry, and precious things, 
with the picturesqueness of contrast and homage. As 
the Senator said, a banquet hall did not then suggest 
a Fifth Avenue hairdresser's saloon. But now the Geno- 
ese merchant-princes would find that their state had lost 
its identity in machine ruade imitations, and that it 
would be more distinguished to be poor, since poverty 
is never counterfeited. But poppa declined to go as 
far as that. 
Alessandro, as we drove round and up the wiuding 
roads that take one to the top of Genoa--the hotels and 
the palaces and the churches are mostly at the bottom-- 
vas full of joyous and rapid information. :Espccially 
did he continue to be communicative on the subject of 
Christopher Columbus, and if we are not now assured 
of the school that discoverer attended in his youth, and 
the altar rails before which he took the flrst communion 
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of his carly manhood, and the occupation of his wife's 
parents, and many other matters concerning him, it is 
the fault of history and hot that of .oElessandro ]ebbini. 
Aftcr a cathedral and a palace and a long drive, this 
was bouud to bave its effect, and I very soon saw re- 
sentment in the demeauour of both my parents. So 
much so, that when we passed the family group in mem- 
ory of Iazzini, and hlessandro explained dramatically 
that " the daughtcr he sitta down and cryo because his 
athcr is a-dcad," poppa said, " Is that so ?" vithout the 
aintest show of excitement, and momma declined evcn 
to look round. 
It was hot until the evcning, however, when we vere 
talking to somc Iilwaukce peop]e, that ve remembered, 
with the assistance of Baedeker and the 5Iilwaukee 
pcople, a number of facts about Columbus that deprived 
.klcssandro's information of its commercial value, whilc 
]cav]ng his ingenuity, so to speak, at par. The Senator 
was so much annoyed, as he had ruade a special note 
of the state of preservation in which he had ound the 
dwel]ing of our discoverer, that he had recourse to the 
most unscrupulous means of relicving us of Alessandro 
--who was to present himse]f next morning at eleven. 
IIc wrote an impulsive letter to "A. Iebbini, Esq.," 
which ran: 

" S.: I find that xve are too credulous a famlv to 
travel in safety with a courier. hen you arrive at the 
hotel to-nmrrov, thercfore, you will discover that we 
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have fled by an earlier train. We takc it from no per- 
sonal objection to your society, but from a rooted and 
unconquerable objection to brass facts. I enclose your 
month's salary and a warning that any attelnpt to follow 
me will be fruitless and expensive. 
" Yours truly, 
" J. P. WICK." 

The Senator assured me aftcrwards that this was 
absolutely necessary--that A. ]3ebbini, if we introduced 
hiln in any quantity, would ruin the sale of our work, 
and if he accompanied us it would be impossible to 
keep him out. tIe said we ought to apologize for having 
even mentioned him in a book of travels which we holoe 
to see taken seriously. _And we do. 



CHAPTER IX. 

[or wlshes me fo state that the word Italy, n 
any language, will for ever be associated in her nind 
with the journey from Genoa to :Pisa. We had our own 
hmch basket, so no baneful anticipation of cutlets fried 
in olive oil marred the perfect satisfaction with which 
we looked out of the windows. One window, almost the 
whole way, opened on a low embankment which seemed 
a garden wall. Olives and lemon trees grew beyond it 
and dropped over, and it was always dipping in the sun- 
light to show us the roses and the shady walks of the 
villas inside, white and remote; now and then we saw 
the pillared end of a verandah or a plaster Neptune 
ruling a restricted fountain area. Out of the other win- 
dow stretched the blue Gulf of Genoa all becalmed 
and smiling, with freakish little points and headlines, 
and here and there the white blossom of a sail. The 
Senator counted eighty tunne]s--lle wants that fact 
mentioned too--some of them so short that it was like 
shutting one's eyes for an instant on the olives and the 
sea. evertheless it was an idyllic journey, and af four 
o'clock in the afternoon we saw the Leaning Tower from 
afar, describing tlle precise angle that it does in the illus- 
116 
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trated geographies. '[omma was charmed to recognise 
it, she blew it a kiss of adulation and acclaim, while we 
yet wound about among the environs, and hailed it 
" Pisa! " It was as if she bowed to a celebrity, with 
the homage due. 
What the Senator called our attention to as we drove 
fo the hotel was the conspicuous part in municipal poli- 
tics played by that little old brown river Arno. In most 
places the rparian feature of the landscape is hot in- 
sistcd on--you bave usually to go to the suburbs to find 
it, but in Pisa it is a sort of main street, with the town 
sitting comfortably and equally on each side of it look- 
ing on. Iomma and I both liked the idea of a river in 
town scenery, and thought it might be copied with ad- 
vantage in America, it afforded such a good excuse for 
bridges. Pisa's three arched stone ones ruade a reason 
for settling there in themselves in our opinion. The 
Senator, however, was against it on eonservancy grounds, 
and asked us what we thought of the population of 
t)isa. And we had to adroit that for the size of the 
bouses there weren't very many people about. The 
Lungarno was almost empty except for desolate cab- 
men, and they were just as eager and hospitable to us 
and our trunks as they had been in Genoa. 
In the Piazza del Duomo we expected the Cathedral, 
the Leaning Tower, the Baptistry, and the Campo 
Santo. We did hot expect Mrs. Portheris; at least, 
neither of my parents did--I knew enough about Dicky 
Dod hot to be surprised at any eombination he might 
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effect. There they ail were in the middle of the square 
bit of meadow, apparcntly waiting for us, but really, 
I have no doubt, getting an impression of the archi- 
tecture as a whole. I could tell from [rs. Portlleris's 
attitude that she had acknowledged herself to be grati- 
fied. Strange to relate, ber gratification did hot dis- 
appear when she saw that these nmdioeval circumstances 
would inconsistcntly compel ber to recognise very mod- 
ern American connections. She approached us quite 
blandly, and I saw at once that Dicky Dod had been 
tclling her that poppa's chances for the Presidency 
were considered certain, that the Spanish Infanta had 
stayed with us while she was in Chicago at the Exhibi- 
tion, and that we fcd her from gold plate. It was all 
in [rs. Portheris's manner. 
" Another unexpected meeting! " she exclaimed. 
" [y dear rs. Wick, you are looking worn out! Try 
ny sal volatile--I insist! " and in the general eeting 
momnm was seen to back violently away from a long 
silvcr bottle in every direction. Poppa had to interfere. 
" If it's ail the saine to you, Aunt Caroline," he said, 
" 5Ifs. Wick is quite as usual, though I think the 5Iiddle 
Agcdness of this country is a littlc trying for her at 
this time of year. She's just a little upset this morning 
by seeing the cook plucking a rooster down in the back- 
yard before hed killed it. The rooster was in great 
affliction, you sec, and the way he crowed got on mom- 
ma's nerves. She's been telling us about it ever since. 
But we hope it will pass off." 
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Irs. Portheris expanded into that inevitable ]3ritish 
story of the oflïeer who reported of certain tribes that 
they had no nmnners and their eustoms were abomina- 
ble, and I, at a mute invitation from Dieky, stepped 
aside to get the angle of the Tower from a better point 
of iev. 
Mr. Dod was depressed, so much so that he came to 
the point at once. " I hope you had a good timc in 
Gcnoa," he said. " We should havc been there now, 
only I knew we should never catch up to you if we 
didn't skip something. So I heard of a case of cholera 
there, and didn't mention that it was last year. Quite 
enough for tIcr Ex. I say, though--it's no use." 
" Isn't it?" said I. " Are you sure?" 
" Pretty confoundedly certain. The Iritish lion's 
getting there, in great shape---the brute. All thc 
widow's arranglng. With the widow it's 'Mr. Dod, 
you will take eare of me, won't you?' or ' Corne now, 
Mr. Dod, and tell me all about buffalo shootlng on your 
native prairies '--and Mr. Dod is a rattled jay. There's 
something about the mandate of a middle-aged Brîtish 
female." 
" I should think there was! " I said. 
" Then Maffy, you see, walks in. Thev don't seem 
to have mueh eonversationshe regularly brightens 
np when I eome along and say something eheerful 
but he's gradually making up his mind that the best 
isn't any too good for hiln." 
" Perhaps we don't begin so well in Ameriea," I 
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interrupted thoughtfully. " ]3ut then, we don't develop 
into :Mrs. :P.'s either." 
Dicky seemed unable to follow my line of thought. 
"I must say," he went on resentfully, "I like--well, 
just a smell of constancy about a man. A fellow that's 
thrown over ought to be in about the saine shape as a 
widower. ]3ut not much Maffy. I tried to work up his 
feelings over the Anerican girl the other night--he was 
as cahn ! " 
" Dicky," said I, " there are subjects a man rnust 
kecp sacred. You must not speak to B[r. Mafferton of 
his first--attachment again. They never do it in Eng- 
land, except for purposes of fiction." 
" Well, I worked that racket all I knew. I even 
told him that .oEmcrican girls as often as not changed 
their minds." 
"Riclard! tIe will think I--what will he think 
of American girls! It was excessively wrong of you 
to say that--I might ahnost call it criminal! " 
Dicky looked at me in pained surprise. " Look here, 
Mamie," he said, " a fellow in my fix, you know! Don't 
get excited. IIow am I going to confide in you unlcss 
you keep your hair on! " 
" What, may I ask, did :Mr. ][afferton say when you 
told him that? " I asked sternly. 
" He said--now you'll be madder than ever. I won't 
tell you." 
" 2[r. Dod--Dicky, haven't we been friends from 
infancy ! " 
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19,1 
Cut our teeth to- 

"Played with the same rattle. 
gether." 
" Well then " 
" Well then," he said, " do you mind puttin your 
parasol straight? I like to see the person I'm talking 
to, and besides the sun is on the other side. tte said he 
didn't think it was a privilege that should be extended 
to all cases." 
"Ite did, did he? " I rejoined calmly. " That's like 
the :British--isn't it? " 
" It would bave ruade such a complication if I'd 
kicked him," confessed Mr. Dod. 
The Senator, molnma, and Mrs. Portheris stood in 
the cathedral door. Isabel and h[r. ]fafferton occupied 
the middle distance. Mr. Mafferton stooped to add a 
poppy to a slender llandful of wild flowers he held out 
to ber. Isabel was looking back. 
« It will be pleasant inside the Duomo," I said. 
"Let us go on. I feel warm. I agree with you that 
the situation is serious, Dicky. Look at those poppics! 
When an Englishman does that you may make up your 
mind to the worst. :But I don't think anybody need 
bave the slightest respect for the affections of Mr. ]faf- 
ferton." 
Inside the Duomo it was pleasant, and cool, and 
there was a dira religious light that gave one an oppor- 
tunity for reflection. I was so much engaged in re- 
flection that I failed to notice the shape of the Duomo, 
but I bave since learned that it was a basilica, in the 
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forln of a Latin cross, and was simply full of things 
which should have claimed my attention, lIomma took 
copious notes from which I sec that the Madonna and 
Child holy water basin was perfectly sweet, and the ep:s- 
COl»al throne by Uervellesi in 1586 was the finest piece 
of tarsia work in the world, and the large bronze hang- 
ing lamp by Vincenzo Possento was the object which 
assisted Galilco to invent the oscillations of the pendu- 
luln. The Senator was much taken with the inlaid 
wooden stalls in the choir, the subjects were so lively. 
I[e and his Aunt Caroline nearly came to words over a 
monkey regarding its reflection in a looking glass, donc 
with a realisln which lIrs. Portheris considered little 
short of profane, but which poppa found quite an excusa- 
ble filip to devotions which must have been such an all 
day business in the sixteenth century. Outside, how- 
ever, poppa round it difficult to approve the façade. To 
throw four galleries over the street door, he said, with no 
visible lneans of getting into theln or possible object 
for sitting there, was about the most ridiculous waste 
of building space he had yet observed. 
" But then," said Dicky Dod, who kept his disconso- 
late place by my side, " they didn't seem to know how 
to waste enough in those pre-elevator days. Look at the 
pictures and the bronzes and the marble columns inside 
thereten rimes as much as they bad any use for. They 
just heaped it up." 
" That's so, Dicky, my boy," replied poppa; "we 
could cover lnore ground with the nmney in our cen- 
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tury. ]But you've got to remcmber that they hadn't 
any other way worth mentioning of spending the taxes. 
Religion, so to speak, was the boss contractor's only 
line." 
Dicky renmrked that it had to be admitted he 
worked it on the square, and momma said that no doubt 
people built as well as they knew how at that time, but 
nothing should induce her to add lier wcight to the top 
of the Leaning Tower. 
« It is very remarkable and impressive," said room- 
ma, " the idea of its hanging over that way all thcse 
centuries, just on the drop and never dropping, but who 
knows that it nmy hot corne down this very day! " 
" :My dear niece, if I may call you so," remarked 
:Mrs. Portheris urbanely, " it was thus that the builders 
designed this great monument to stand; in its inclina- 
tion lies the triumph of their art." 
"I can't say I agree with you there, Aunt Caro- 
line," said poppa; " that tower was never meant to stand 
crooked. It's a very serious defect, and if it llappened 
nowadays, it would justify any Iunicipal Board in re- 
pudiating the contract. Even those fellows, you see, 
were too sick to go on with it, in every case. Begun 
by tlonanus 1174. tlonanus saw what was going to 
happen and gave it up at the third storey. Then Bene- 
nato had his show, got if up fo four, and quit, 1°03. 
The next architect was--let me see--Williain of Inns- 
bruck. He put on a couple more, and by that tine it 
began to look dangerous. But nothing happened from 
9 
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1o60 to 1350, and it struck Tomaso 1-'isano that nothing 
xvould happen. IIe risked it anyhow, ran up another 
storey, put the roof on, and came in for the credit of 
thc whole miracle. I expect Tomaso is at the bottom 
of that idca of yours, Aunt Caroline. IIe would natu- 
rally give the reporters that view." 
Mrs. 1-'ortheris listcned with a tolerance as badly 
put on as any garment she was wearing. " I do not usu- 
a|ly make assertions," she said when poppa had finished, 
" without bcing convinced of thc facts," and I became 
awarc for thc first time that ber upper lip wore a slight 
moust«che. 
" Wcl], you'll excuse me, Aunt Caroline" 
" Jkll my lire I have heard of the Leaning Tower 
of ]?isa as a eat of architecture," replied his .oEunt Caro- 
line firmly. "I do hot propose to bave that view dis- 
turbed now." 
" Perhaps it was so, my dear love," put in momma 
deprccatingly, and Air. Dod, with a frenzied wink at 
poppa, called his attention to the ridicnlous Pisan habit 
of putting immovable fringed carriage-tops on cabs. 
" It undoubtedly-was," said ]k[rs. l='ortheris, with 
an embattled front. 
"]utGreat Scott, aunt[ " exclaimed poppa, reck- 
lessly, "think what this place was like---all, marsh, 
with the sea right alongside; hot tour mlles off as it 
is now. Why, you couldn't base so much as a calcula- 
tion on it [ " 
"I must say," said [rs. Portherls in severe sur- 
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prise, "I knev that America had lnade great advances 
in the world of invention, but 1 did hot expect to find 
what looks much like jealousy of the achievements of an 
older civilisation." 
The Senator looked at his aunt, then he put his bat 
further back on his head and cleared his throat. I 
prepared for the worst, and the worst would undoubt- 
edly have conle if Dicky Dod had hot suddcnly remem- 
bered having seen a man with a foreign telegram lt)ok- 
ing for somebody in the Cathedral. 
" It's a feat! " reiterated Mrs. Portheris as the Sena- 
tor left us in pursuit of the man with the telegram. 
" It's fourteen feet," cried the Senator from a sale 
distance, " out of the pcrpendicular! " and left us to 
take the consequences. 



CHAPTER X. 

WE momma reported to me Z[rs. Portheris's 
proposition that we should nake the rest of our Conti- 
nental trip as one undivided party, I round it difficult 
to understand. 
" These sudden changes of temperature," I re- 
marked, " are trying to the constitution. Why th[s 
des're for the society of three unabashed .oEmericanisms 
like ourselves?" 
" That's just what I wondered," said momma. 
" For you can see that she is full of insular prejudice 
against out great country. She makes no attempt to dis- 
guise it." 
" She never did," I assented. 
" She said it seemed so extraordinary--quite provi- 
dential--meeting relatives abroad in this way," more- 
ma continued, " and she thought we ought to follow 
it up." 
" Are we going to? " I inquired. 
" :My goodness gracious no, love! There are some 
thngs my nerves cannot stand the stran of, and one 
of them i your poppa's Aunt Caroline. The Senator 
smoothcd it over. ]te sald he was sure we were very 
126 



A VOYAGE OF CONSOLATION. 127 

much obliged, but our rime was limited, and he thought 
we could get around faster alone." 
" Well," I said, "I do hot understand it, unless 
Dicky bas persuaded her that poppa is tobe out next 
arnbassador to St. James's." 
" She was too silly about Dicky," said momma. 
" She said she really was afraid, belote you appeared, 
that young r. Dod was conceiving an attachment 
for ber Isabel, whose affections lay quite in another 
direction; but now her mind was entirely at test. I 
don't remember her words, she uses so many, but she 
was trying to hint that poor Dicky was an admirer of 
you fs, dearest." 
"I fancy she succeedcd--as far as that goes," I 
rcmarked. 
" Wcll, yes, she ruade me understand ber. So I felt 
obliged to tell her that, though Dicky was a lovcly 
felloxv and we were all very ond of him, anything of 
that kind was out of the question." 
" And what," I asked, "was ber reply to that? " 
" She seemed to think I was prevaricating. She 
said she knew what a mother's hopes and fears were. 
They seem to take a very low view," added momma 
austerely, " of friendship between a young man and a 
young woman in England! " 
"I should think so! " said I absent-mindedly. 
" Dicky hasnt ruade love to me for three years." 
"What !" 
" :Nothing, momma, dear," I replied kindly. " Only 
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I wouldn't contradict lIrs, t'ortheris again upon that 
point, if I were you. She will think it so improper 
if Dicky isn't my admirer, don't you see?" 
]But lIrs, lortheris's desire to join our party stood 
revealed, tter constant chaperonage of Dicky was get- 
ting a little trying, and she wanted me to relieve ber. 
I felt so deeply for them both, reflecting upon the situa- 
tion, that I experienced quite a glow of virtue at the 
thought of my promise to Dicky to stay in Rome till his 
party arrived. They were going to Sicna--why, Mr. 
Dod could hot undertake to exp]ain--he had nevcr 
hcard of anything cheerful in connection with Siena. 
" lIy idca is," said the Senator, " that in Rome "-- 
we were on our way there--" we'll find our work eut 
out for us. Think of the objects of interest involved 
fron Romulus and Remus down to the present Pope! " 
" I should like my salts before I begin," said more- 
ma, pathetically. 
" Over two thousand years," continued the Senator 
impressively, "nd every year you may be sure bas 
left its architectural imprint." 
" Does ]Baedeker say that, Senator. " I asked, with 
a certain severity. 
" iWo, the expression is entirely ,ny own; you may 
take it down and use it freely. Two thousand years of 
rcmains is what we've got before us in Rome, and 
pretty well scattered too---nothing like the convenience 
of tisa. I expect we sh]l hve to allow at ]east four 
days for it. That Piazza del Duomo," continued poppa, 
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thoughtfully, " seems to bave been laid out with a vicw 
to the American tourist of the future. Iut I don't sup- 
pose that kind of forethought is colnmon." 
« How exquisite it was, that cluster of white marble 
relies of the past on the bosom of dusky Pisa. It re- 
minded me," said momma, poetically, " of an old maid's 
pearls." 
"I should suggest," said the Senator to me, " that 
you make a note of that. A little sentiment won't do 
us any harm--just a little. And they are like an old 
maid's pearls in connection with that middle-aged, one- 
horse little city. Or I should say a widow's--t)isa was 
once a bride of the sea. A grass widow's," improved 
the Senator. " It's all meadow-land round tlleredid 
5"ou notice? " 
"I did hot," I said coldly; " but, of course, if I'm 
to call 1-'isa a grass widow, it will ha'e to be. Although 
I warn you, poppa, that in case of any critic being able 
to arise and indicate that it is laid out in oyster beds, 
I shall make it plain that the responsibility is yours." 
e were speeding through Tuscany, and the vine- 
garlanded trees in the orchards clasped hands and 
danced along with us. The sky would have told us we 
were in Italy if we had corne on a magic carpet without 
a compass or a time-table, loppa savs we are not, 
under any circumstances, to mention it more than once, 
but that we might as well explode the fallacy tllat there 
is anythlng like it in America. There isn't. Our ceru- 
lean is very beautifully blue, but in Italy one discovcrs 
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by contrast that it is an intellectual blue, filled with 
light, high, provocative. The sky that bends over Tus- 
cany is the very soul of blue, deep, sort, intense, im- 
pcnctrablc--thc sky that one sees in those little casual 
bits of landscape behind the shoulders of pre-Raphaelite 
Saints and [adonnas; and here and there a lake, giving 
it back with delight, and now and then the long slope 
of a bill, with an old yellow-walled town creeping up, 
castlc crowned, and raggedly trimmed with olives; and 
so many ruins tlmt the Senator, summoned by momma 
to look at the last in view, regarded it with disparage- 
ment, which he did hot attempt to conceal. He won- 
dcred, he said, that the Italian Government wasn't 
«shamed of having such a lot of them. They might be 
pictures«pw, but they weren't creditable; they gave you 
the impression that t]e countr), was on the down grade. 
" You needn't call my attention to any more of them, 
.tgusta," he addcd; " but if you see any building 
that looks likc progress, now, anything that ves )'ou 
tlc idea of modern ilnprovements inside, I shouldn't like 
to miss it." And he returned to the thirty-sccond page 
of thc Sunday New :I'orl¢ World. 
" I sometimes wish," said momma, " that I were hot 
the only person in this family with the artistic tempera- 
n2ent?' 
Sometimes we stopped at the little yellow towns and 
saw quite closely their queer old defences and belfrys 
and clock towers, and guessed at the pomegranates and 
olcanders behind- their high courtyard walls. Thcy had 
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musical names, even in the mouths of the railway 
guards who sang every one of them with a high note 
and a full octave on the sy.llable of stress--" Rosign- 
ano! " " Carmiglia! " The Senator was fascinated witll 
the spectacle of a railway guard who could express him- 
self intelligib]y to say nothing of the charm; he spoke 
of introducing the system in the United States but we 
tried it on " New York»" " Washington," " Kansas 
City," and it didn't seem the saine. 
It was at Orbatell% I think, that we ruade the trav- 
elling aequaintanee of the enterprising little gentleman 
to whom lnomma still lnysteriously alludes as " il eapi- 
tano." IIe bowed eeremoniously as he entered the ear- 
riage and stowed the inevitable enormous valise in the 
raek» and lais eye brightened intelligently as he saw we 
were a family of Alneriean tourists. IIe wore a rather 
seamy black uniforln and a sort felt hat with eoeks  
feathers drooping over it, and a sword and a ridieulously 
amiable expression for a man. I dont think he was rive 
fcet high, but his lnoustache and his feathers and his 
sword were out of all proportion. There was a gentle 
trustful exuberanee about him whieh suggested that 
although it was possibly twenty-five years sinee he was 
born, hls age was mueh less than that. tIe twirled hls 
moustache in voluble silence for ten minutes while we all 
furtively serutinised him with the euriosity inspired by 
a foreigner of any size, and then with a stalle of eon- 
selous sweetness he asked the Senator if he might take 
the liberty to give the trouble to see the English news- 
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paper for a few seconds only. " I should be too thank- 
fui," he added. 
" Why " " 
certanly, said poppa, much gratified. "I 
see you spikkum English," he added encouragingly. 
"I speak--um, si. I have learned someNa few of 
them. :But O very baddili I speak them! " 
= 
"I guess that's just your modesty," said poppa 
kindly. " But that's not an English paper, you know 
--it's published in :New York." 
" Ah! " he exclaimed with enthusiasm. " That will 
be much nuch the more pleasurable for me." I{is eyes 
shone with teeling. " In Italy," he added with an im- 
pulsive gesturc, " we love the American peoples beyond 
the Londonian. We always remember that it was an 
Italian, Cristotoro Col. " 
"I know," said poppa. " Very nice of you. :But 
what's your reason now, for preterring Americans as 
a nation? " 
We saw out first Italian shrug. It is more pro- 
longed, more sentimental than Freneh ones. In this case 
it expressed the direct responsibility of Fate. 
"I think," he said, " that they are more simpatica 
symloatheticated to us." He seemed to be unaware 
ot me, but his eye rested upon momma at this point, 
and took lier into his confidence. 
"We also," said she reciprocally, "are always 
charmed to see Italians in our country." 
I wondered privately whether she was thin'king of 
hand organ men or members of the :Maria society, but 
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it was no opportunity fo inquire. :My impression is that 
about this rime, in spire of Tuscany outside, I went fo 
sleep, because my next recollection is of the little Cap- 
tain pouring Chianti out of a large black bottle into 
momma's jointed silver travelling cup. I remember 
thinking when I saw that, that they must have ruade 
progress. Scrps of conversation floated through my 
waking moments when the train stopped--I heard mom- 
ma ask him if his parents were both living and where 
his home was. I also understood her to inquire whether 
the Italians were domestic in their tastes or whether 
they were like the French, who, she believed, had no 
home lire at all. I saw the Senator put a card in his 
pocket-book and restore it to his breast, and heard him 
inquire whether his new Italian acquaintance wore his 
uniform every day as a matter of choice or because he 
had to. An hour went by, and when I finally awoke 
it was to see momma sitting by with folded hands and 
an expression of much gratification while poppa gave a 
graphic account of the rise and progress of the .oEmcrican 
baking-powder interest. "I don't expect," said he, 
" vou've ever heard of Wick's Electric Corn-flour? " 
" If is my misfortune." 
" We sent thousands of cans fo Southern Europe 
last year, sir. Or Wick's Sublimated Soda? " 
"I am stupidissimo." 
" :No, not at all. But I daresay your momma knows 
it, if she ever has waffies on her breakfast table. Well, 
it's been a kind of kitchen revolution. We began by 
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making a hundred pounds a week--and couldn't always 
get rid of it. Now--why the day belote I sailed we 
sent six thousand cans to the Queen of 2Iadagascar. I 
hope she'll read the instructions! " 
" It takes the breath. What splendid revenue must 
be from that! " 
The Senator merely smiled, and played with his 
watch chain. " I should hate to brag," he said, but any- 
one could see from the absence of a diamond ring on his 
little finger that he was a person of weight in his com- 
munity. 
" Oh! " said molnma, " my daughter is awake at 
last! Mamie, let inc introduce Count Filgiatti. Count, 
lny daughter. What a pity you went to sleep, love. The 
Cunt has been giving us s«h a delightful afternoon." 
The carriage swayed a good deal as the Count stood 
up to bow, but that had no effect either upon the dignity 
or the gratification he expresse& IIis pleasure was quite 
iugratiating, or would have been if he had been a littlc 
taller. As it was, it was amusing, and I reeognised 
an opportunity for the study of Italian eharaeter. I 
d,m't mean that I ruade up mv mind to avail myself of 
it, but I saw that the opportunity was there. 
" So you've been reading the New York World," 
I said kindly. 
"I bave read, yes, two arertiss.fm.f. Not more, I 
fear. But they are also amusing, the avertiss;mi." His 
voiee was eertainly agreeably deferential, with a note of 
gratitude. 
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" Now, if you vouldn't nfind taking the corner op- 
posite my daughter, Count Filgiatti," put in poppa, 
" you and she eould talk nmre eomfortably, and Mrs. 
Vick eould put her feet up and get a little nap." 
" I ara too happy if I shall hOt be a trouble to Mees," 
the Count responded, bealning. And I said, " Dear me, 
no; how eould he." at which he very obligingly ehangt-tl 
his seat. 
I hardly know how we drifted into abstraet topies. 
The Count's English was so bad that my scnse of hunlour 
should have eonfined him to the weather and the seen- 
ery; but it is nevertheless truc that about an hour later, 
while the landseape turned itself into a sort, warm 
ehronlo in the fading sunset, and both mv parents 
soundly slept, we were diseussing the barrier of religion 
to marriage between Protestants and Roman Ctholies. 
I did hot hesitate to express the most liberal senti- 
ments. 
" Since there are to be no marriages in heaven," I 
said, " what difference eau it make, in married lire, how 
people get there? " 
" The signor and signora think also so? " 
" Oh, I daresay poppa and momma bave got theiç 
own opinions," I said, " but that is urine." 
" You do hot think as they! " he exelaimed. 
" I don't know what they think," I explained. "I 
haven't asked them. ]3ut l've got my own thinker, you 
know." I searehed for simple expressions, and I seemed 
to make him understand. 
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" So! Then this prcjudice is dcad for you, Senorlta 
--mees ? " 
"I like 'Senorita' best, I said. "I belicve it 
s." At that moment I divined that he was a Roman 
Catholic. How, I don't know. So I added, "But 
l've never had the slightest reason to give it a 
thought." 
" That nust be," he said softly, " because you never 
met, S(,norita--may I say this?--one single gentleman 
w'at s Catholic." 
" That's rather clever of you," I said. " Perhaps 
that is why." 
The Ita]ian character struck me as hareng nterest- 
ing phases, but I did not allow ths mpression to appear. 
I looked indifferently out of the window. Italian sun- 
sets are very becoming. 
" The signora, your mother, bas told me that you 
have no brothers or sistcrs, ZIees Wick. She ruade me 
the confidence--it was most kind." 
" There never has been any secret about t, Comt." 
" Then you have not even one ? " Cunt lilgiatti's 
eyes were ull o melancholy sympathy. 
" I think," I said with coldness, " that in a matter 
of that knd, momma's word should hardly need cor- 
roboration." 
" Ah, it is sad! With me what difference! Can 
you believe of e]even ? And the ather wth the saints! 
And I o course ara the eldest o all." 
" Dear me," I said, " what a responsibility! " 
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"Ah, you recognise! you understand the--thc ne- 
cessities, yes? " 
At that moment the train stopped at Civita Vecchia, 
and the Senator awoke and put his bat on. " The Eter- 
nal City," he remarked when he descried that the naine 
of the station was hot Rome, « appears to bave an eter- 
nal railway to match. There seems to be a feeding 
counter here though--we might bave another try at 
those slices of veal boiled in tomatoes and smothcrcd 
with macaroni that they give the pilgl-iln stranger in 
these parts. You may lead the world in romance, Count, 
but you don't put any of it in your railway refresh- 
1]lents." 
As we passed out into the smooth-toned talkative 
darkness, Count Filgiatti said in my car, « Mistra and 
:Madame Wick have kindly consented to receive my visit 
at the hotel to-morrow. Is it agTeeable to you also that 
I corne? " 
And I said, " Why, certainly! " 



CIIAPTER XI. 

Ww descended next morning to realise how original 
we were in being in the plains of Italy in July. The 
Fulda people and the Miss Binghams and Mrs. Portheris 
had prevented our noticing it before, but in the Hotel 
:Mascigni, Via del Tritone, we seemed to have arrived 
at a point of arid solitude, which gave poppa a new and 
convincing sense of all he was going through in pursuit 
of Continental culture. We sat in one corner of the 
" Sala di mangiari " at a small square table, and in all 
the length and breadth and sumptuousness of that mag- 
nificent apartment--Italian hotel dining-rooms are al- 
ways florid and palatial--there was only one other littlc 
square table with a cloth on it and an apl.earance of 
expectancy. The rest were heaped with chairs, bottom 
side up, with their legs in the air; the chaudelicrs were 
tied up in brown holland, and through a depressed and 
exhausted atmosphere, suggestive of magnificent occa- 
sions temporarily in eclipse, noved, with a casual lan- 
guid air, a very tall waiter and a verv short one. At 
mysterious exlts to the rear occasionally appeared the 
form of the chef exchanging plates. It was borne in 
npon one that in the season the cltef would be remanded 
to the most inviolable seclusion. 
138 
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" Do you suppose Pompeii will be any worse than 
this?" inquired the Senator. 
" Talk about Americans lervading the Continent," 
he continued, casting his eye over the surrounding deso- 
lation. " Where are they? I should be glad to see thcm. 
Great Scott! if it cornes to that, I should be glad to see 
a bloolning Englishlnan! " 
It wasn't an answer to pl'ayer, for there had been 
no opportunity fol" devotion, but at that moment the 
door opened and admitted Ir., Mrs., and Miss Emme- 
line Ialt, and Miss Callis. The reunion was as rapt 
as the Senator and Emlneline could make it, and cordial 
in every other respect. Mr. Malt explailled that they 
had corne straight through from Paris, as time was be- 
ginning to press. 
" We couldn't leave out Rome," he said, " on ac- 
count of Mis' Malt's mother--she ruade such a point of 
out seeing the prison of Saint Paul. In ber last letter 
she was looking forward very anxiously to our sale rc- 
turn to get an account of it. She's a leader n our ex- 
perience meetings, and I couldn't solnehow make up 
mv mind to face ber without it." 
" Poppa," remarked Emmeline, " is not so foolish 
as he looks." 
" We were just wonderhlg," exclaimed momma, 
" who that table was laid for. But we never thought 
of you. Isn't it strange? " 
We agreed that it was little short of marvellous. 
The ta|l waiter strolled up for the colnmands of the 
10 
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:[alt party, tIis dcmeanour showed that he resented 
the [alts, who were, nevertheless, innocent resi)ectable 
people. As Emmeline ordered " café au lait pour tous," 
he scowled and ruade curious contortions with his lower 
jaw. " Anything else you want? " he inquired, with 
obvious annoNance. 
" Yes," said :Miss Callis. IIe further exi)ressed his 
coutcmpt by twisting his moustache, and waited in silent 
disdain. 
" I want," said Miss Callis sweetly, leaning forward 
with hcr chin artlcssly poised in her hand, " to know if 
you are I)aid to make faces at the guests of this hotel." 
Thcrc was laughtcr, above which Emmeline's crow 
rose loud and clcar, and as the u'aiter hastened away, 
suddcnly transformed into a sycophant, poppa renmrked, 
" I see you've got those hotel tickets, too. Let me give 
you a little I)ointer. Say nothing about it until next day. 
They are like that sometimes. In being deprived of 
the opportunity of swindling us, they feel that the:'ve 
been don themselves." 
" Oh," said 5[r. Malt, "we never reveal it for 
twenty-four hours. That fellow must bave smelled 'em 
on us. :Now, how were you proposing to st)end the 
day? " 
" We're going to the :Forum," remarked Emmeline. 
" Do corne with us, Z[r. Wick. We should love to have 
Oll." 
" We mustn't forget the Count," said momma to 
the Senator. 



--I 

"Are you paid to make faces?" 
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"What Count? " Emmcline inquired. " Did you 
ever, momma! :Mis' Wick knows a count. She's been 
smarter than we bave, hasn't she? Introduce him to us, 
ZIis' Wick." 
"Emmeline," said ber mother severely, " you are 
as personal as ever you can be. I don't know whatevcr 
ZIis' Wick will think of you." 
" She's merely full of intelligent curiosity, :Mis' 
:Malt," said 2ffr. ZIalt, who seemed to be in the last stage 
of infatuated parent. "I know you'll excuse her," he 
addcd to momma, who said with rather frigid emphasis, 
" Oh yes, we'll excuse her." :But the hint was lost and 
Emmeline remalned. Poppa looked in his memoran- 
dura book and round that the Count was not to arrivc 
until 3 1. t. There was, therefore, no reason why we 
should uot accompany the Malts to the Forum, and it 
was arranged. 
A quarter of an hour ]ater we were rolling through 
Rome. As a family we were rather subdued by the idea 
that it was Rome, there was such immense significance 
even in the streets with tramways, though it was rather 
an atmosphere than anything of definite detail; but 
no such impression weighed upon the :Malts. They took 
:Rome at its face value and refused to recognise the un- 
earned increment heaped up by the centuries, tlow- 
ever, as we vere dividcd in two carrlages, none of us 
had all the Z[alts. 
It was warm and dusty, the air had a malarious 
taste. We drove first, I remember, to the American 
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drugst's in the Piazza di Spagna for some nlagnesia 
[rs. Malt wanted for Emmeline, who had prickly heat. 
It was annoying to bave one's first Roman impressions 
confused with Emneline and nmgnesia and prickly heat; 
but [rs. falt appeared to think that Rome attracted 
visitors chicfly by means of that American druggist. 
She said she was perfcctly certain we should find an 
American dentist there, too, if we only took the rime 
to look hiln up. I can't say whether she took the rime. 
We didn't. 
It was interesting, the Piazza di Spagna, because 
that is where everybody who bas read " Roba di Roma " 
knows that the English and Americans have lived ever 
since the days when dear old Mr. Story and the rest 
used to coach it from Civita Vecchiain hotels, and 
pensions, and apartlnents, the people in 2Marion Craw- 
ford's novels. We could only decide that the plain, 
severe, many-storied houses with the shops underneath 
had charms inside to compensate for their outward lack. 
ot a tree anywhere, hot a scrap of grass, only the lava 
pavement, and the view of the druggist's shop and the 
tourists'agency office. 5Iiss Callis said she didn't see whv 
man should be for ever bound up with the vegetable 
creation--it was like living in a perpetual salad--and 
was dlsposed fo defend the :Piazza di Spagna at all points, 
it looked so nice and expensive. But 5[i.¢s Callis's tastes 
were very distinctly urban. 
That druggist's establishment was on the Pineian 
Hill! It seemed, on reflection, an outrage. We all 
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looked about us, when we discovered this, for the other 
six, and another of the foolish geographical illusions of 
the school-room was shattered for each of us. The Rome 
of my imagination was as distinctly sevcn-hilled as a 
quadruped is four-legged, the Rome I saw had no emi- 
ncnces to speak of anywhere. :Perhaps, as poppa sug- 
gested, business had moved away from the hills and we 
should find them in the suburbs, but this we were obliged 
to lcave unascertained. 
Through the warm empty streets we drove and 
looked at Rome. It was driving through time, through 
history, through art, and going backward. And through 
the Christian religion, for we started where the pillar 
of Plus IX., setting forth the doctrine of the Immaculate 
Conception, reafiïrmed a modern dogma of the great 
church across the Tiber; and we rattled on past other 
and earlier memorials of that church thick-built into the 
iiddle Ages, and of the Early Fathers, and of the very 
Apostles. All heaped and crowded and over-built, solid 
and ragged, decaying and defying decay, clingng to ber 
traditions with both hands, old Rome jostled before us. 
Presently uprose a great and crumbling arch and a dif- 
ference, and as we passed it the sound of the lire of the 
city died indistinctly away and a silence grew up, with 
the smell of the sun upon grasses and weeds, and we 
stopped and looked down into Coesar's world, which lay 
below us, empty. We gazed in silence for a moment, 
and then Emmeline remarked that she could make as 
good a Forum with a box of blocks. 
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" I shou]dn't wonder but what you express thc senti- 
ments of all present," said hcr £ather admiringly. " :Now 
is it allowable for us to go down there and makc our- 
sclves at home amongst those antique pillars, or bave 
we got to take the show in from here? " 
" :No, Malt," said thc Scnator, helplng the ladics 
out, "I can't say I agree with you. :[t's a dcad city, 
that's what it is, and for my part l've ncvcr seen any- 
thing so impressive." 
" Mr. Wick," remarkcd :Miss Callis, "bas hot visitcd 
Philadellhia." 
" Well, £or a municipal eemetery," returned r. 
lalt, " it's pretty uneared £or. If there was any enter- 
prise in this capital it would be suitably railed in with 
posts and ehalns, and a monument inseribed ' ttere lies 
Rome's former greatness" or somethlng like that. 13ut 
the Italians haven't got a partiele of go---I've notieed 
that all through." 
We went down the wooden stair, a eentury at a step, 
and presently walked and talked, we seven kmerieans, 
in that elder Rome that most people know so much 
better than the ont wlth St. :Peter's and the Corso, be- 
cause of the clinging nature of those early impressions 
which we construe or ourselves with painul reference 
to lists of exceptions. We all clt that it was a sma]l 
place to bave had so much to say to hstory, and were 
obliged to remlnd ourselves that we weren't looklng at 
the whole of t. Poppa acknowledged that his tendency 
to compare it unavourably, in spite o£ the verdict o his- 
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tory, with Chicago was checked by a smell from the 
ç'loaca :Maxi,ha, which proved that the Ancient Romans 
probably enjoyed enteric and sewer gas quite as much 
as we do, although under names that are to be round 
only in dictionaries now. :Mrs. :Malt said the place sur- 
prised ber in being so yellowwshe had always i,nagined 
pictures of it to bave been taken in the sunset, but now 
she saw that it -,vas perfcctly natural. Acting Ul)On Sir. 
:Malt's advice, -,ve did not attcmpt to ideutify more than 
the leading features, and I remembcr distinctly, in con- 
sequence, that the temple of Castor had three colunms 
standing and the temple of Saturn had eight, whilc of 
the Basilica Julia there was nothing at all but the places 
where they used to be. :Mrs. Ialt said it ruade her fecl 
quite ido]atrous to look at them, and for ber part she 
couldn't be sorry they had fallen so much into decay 
--it was only right and proper. This launched 5[r. 
and :Mrs. :Malt and my parents upon a discussion 
vhich threatened to become unwisely polemic if 
:Emmeline had hot briefly decided it in favour of Chris- 
tianity. 
:Momma and :SIrs. :h[alt expressed a desire above all 
thins's to see the temple and apartments of the Vestal 
Virgins, which [iss Callis with some surprise begged 
them on no account to mention in the presence of the 
gent]emen. 
" There are some things," remarked :h[iss Callis 
austerely, " from which no respectable nmrried lady 
would wish fo lift the veil of the c]assics." 
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Nomma was inclined to argue the point, but Miss 
Callis looked so shocked that she desisted. 
" Perhaps, :Mrs. Wick," she said sarcastically, '" you 
intend to go to see the Baths of Caracallus! " 
To which nlOllllna replied certainly ot, that was a 
very different thing. And if I aih unablc to descl'ibc 
the Baths of Caracalhls in this history, it is on account 
of :Miss Callis's persolml influence and the relnarkable 
dcvelopment of her sense of propriety. 
At momma's suggestion we walked slowly al] romd 
the Via Sacra, looking steadily down at its little tri- 
angular original paving-stones, and tried to imagine our- 
selves the shackled captives of Scil)io. If the party had 
not consisted so largely of Emmeline the effort lnight 
bave been successful. Fragments of exhumed statuary, 
discoloured and featureless, stood tipped in rows along 
the shorn foundations and inspired in Mr. Malt a serious 
curiosity. 
" The ancients," said [r. Malt with conviction, 
" were every bit as smart as tlle moderns, meaning born 
intelligence. Look at that ear--that ear took talent. 
There isn't a terra-cotta factory in the United States 
that could turn out a better ear to-day. But they hadn't 
what ve call gumption, they put all their capital into 
one line of business, and you may be sure they swamped 
the market. If theyd just done a little inventing now 
instead--worrled out the idea of steam, or gas, or elec- 
trlcitywhy :Rome might never have fallen to this dav." 
And no one interfered with Mr. [alt's idea that the 
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fall of Rome was a purely commercial disaster. Doubt- 
less it was out of regard for llis feelings, but he was 
exactly the sort of man to compel you to prove your 
assertion. 
We round the boundaries of the first Formn of the 
Republic, and poppa, pacing it in a sort felt hat and a 
silk duster, offered a Senatorial contrast to history. He 
looked round him with dignity and ruade the gesture 
which goes with his most sustained oratorical flights. 
"I wouldn't have backed up Cato in everything," he 
said thoughtfully. " N-o. There were occasions on 
which I should have voted against the old man, and 
the little American school-boys of to-day would have 
had to decline ' Mugwumpus ' in consequence." 
And at the thought of Canne and Trasimene the nine- 
teenth century Senator from Illinois fiercely pulled 
his beard. 
We turned or pilgrim feet to where the Colosseum 
wheels against the sky and gives up the world's eternal 
supreme note of splendour and of cruelty; and along the 
solitary dusty Appian Way, as if it were a country lane 
of the time we know, came a ragged :Roman urchin with 
a basket. -Under the triumphal arch of Titus, where his 
forefathers jeered at the Jews in manacled procession, 
we bargained with him for his purple plums. He had 
the eyes and the stalle of immemorial Italy for his own, 
and the bones of Imperial Rome in equal inheritance, 
which he also wished to sell, by the way, in jagged frag- 
-ents from his trouser pockets. And it linked up those 
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early days with that particular afternoon in a curiously 
simple way to think that from the Coesars to King Hum- 
bcrt there bas never been a year without just such 
brown-checked, dark-eyed, imperfectly washed little 
loman boys upon the Appian Way. 



CItAPTER XII. 

W were too late for the hotel dé]euner, and had 
to order it, I remember, à la carte. That was why the 
Count was kept waiting. We were kept waiting, too, 
which seemed at the moment of more importance, since 
the atmosphere of the classics had given us excellent 
appetites. Emmeline decided upon ices and petits fours 
in the Corso for ber party, after which they were going 
to let nothing interfere with their inspection of the 
prison of St. Paul; but we came back and ordered a 
haricot. In the cavernous recesses beyond the door 
which opened kitchen-ward, commands resounded, and 
a quarter of an hour later a boy walked casually through 
the dning-room bearing beans n a basket. Time went 
on, and the Senator was compelled to senc] word that 
he had hot orered the repast for the following day. 
The small waiter then ruade a prctence of activity, and 
brought vinegar and salt, and rolls and water. " The 
peutates s notta-cooks," said he in deprecation, and we 
-ere dstressed to postpone the Count for those peutates. 
:But what else was possible? 
The dismaying part was that after luncheon had 
enabled us to regard a little thing like that with equa- 
149 



150 A VOYAGE OF COiSOLATION. 

nimity, my parents abandoned it to me. lIomma said 
she knew she was missing a great deal, but she really 
didn't fecl equal to entertaining the Count; ber back 
had given out completely. The Senator wished to at- 
tend to his mail. With the assistance of his letters and 
tclegrams he was beginning to bear up wonderfully, and, 
as it was just iii, I hadn't the heart to interfere. " ¥ou 
tan apologise for us, daughter," said poppa, " and say 
something polite about our seeing him later. Don't 
let him sppose we've gone back on hbn in any way. 
It's a thing no young fellow in America would 
tbink of, but with these foreigners you never can 
tcll." 
I saw at once that the Count was annoyed. He was 
standing in the middle of the salon, fingering his sword- 
hilt in a manner which expressed the most absurd irri- 
tation. So I said immediately that I was awfully sorry, 
but it seemed so difficult to get anything to eat in Rome 
at that rime oï year, that the head-waiter was really re- 
sponsible, and wouldn't he sit down? 
" I don't know what you will think oï us," I went 
on as we shook hands. " tlow long ave you been 
kind enough to wait, anyway? " 
" Since a quarter of an hour--only," replied the 
Count, with a difflcult smile, " but now that I sec you 
it is forgotten all." 
" That's very nice o you," I said. "I assure you 
momma was quite worked up about keeping you wait- 
ing. It's rather trying to the American temperament to 
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be obliged to order a hurried h, ncheon from the market- 
gardener." 
" So! In America you have him not--the market 
garden? You are each his own vegetable. Yes? Ah, 
how much better than the poor Italian! But Mistra and 
Madame Wick, thcy bave hot, I hope, thc indisposi- 
tion? " 
" Well, I'm afraid they bave, Count----something 
]ike that. They said I was to ask you to excuse them. 
You sec they've been sight-seeing the whole morning, 
and that's something that can't be donc by halves in 
your city. The stranger has to put his whole soul into 
it, hasn't he?" 
" Ah, the who]e soul! It is too fatiguing," Count 
Filgiatti assented. He g]anced at me uncertainly, an,l 
rose. " Kindly may I ask that you give my deepest 
afflictions to h[istra and ][adame Wick for their 
health ? " 
" Oh," I said, " if you must. t [But I'm here, vou 
know." I put no hauteur into my tone, because I saw 
that it was a misunderstanding. 
He still hesitated and I remembered that the 
Filgiatti intelligence probably dated from the Mid- 
dle Ages, and had undergone very little alteration 
since. " You bave ruade such a short visit," I said. 
"I must be a very bad substitute for nlomma and 
poppa." 
A flash of comprehension illuminated mv visitor's 
countenance. "I pray that vou do hot think such a 
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wrong thing," he said impulsively. " If it is pernfitted, 
I again sit down." 
" Do," said I, and he did. Anytlling else would 
bave seemed pcrfeetly unreasonable, and yet for the 
moment he twisted his moustache, apparently in the 
lnost foolish embarrassment. To put him at his case, 
I told him how lovely I thought the fountains. " That's 
one of your most ideal connections with aneient his- 
tory, don't you think?" I said. "The faet that 
those old aqucducts of yours have bcen bringing down 
thc watcr to sparkle and ripple in lloman streets ever 
sinee." 
" Idealissimo! _And the Trevi of BerninimI hope 
you threw the soldi, so that you must eome baek to 
Rome ! " 
"We weren't quite sure whieh it was," I re- 
sponded, "so poppa threw soldi into all of them, to 
make certain. Sometimes he had to make two or three 
shots," and I eould not help smiling at the reeollee- 
tion. 
" Ah, the profusion! " 
"I don't suppose they came to a quarter of a dol- 
lar, Count. It is the eheapest of your amusements." 
The Count refleeted for a moment. 
" Then you wish to return to Rome," he said softly; 
"you take interest here?" 
" Why yes," I said, "I'm not a barbarian. I'm from 
Illinois." 
"Then why do you go away?" 
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" Our time is so limited." 
" Ah, ][ees Wick, you bave all of your lire." The 
Italians certainly bave exquisite voices. 
" That is true," I said thoughtfully. 
" :Many young American ladies now lire always in 
Italy," pursued Count Filgiatti. 
" Is that so? " I replied pleasantly. " They are 
domiciled llere v«ith their parents? " 
" Y--yes. Sometimes it is like that. And some- 
times-" 
" Sometimes they are working in the studios. 
know. A delightful life it must be." 
The Count looked at the carpet. "Ah, signorina, 
you misunderstand my poor English," he said; " she 
means quite different." 
It was not coquetry which induced me to cast down 
my eyes. 
" The American young lady will sometimes contract 
alliance." 
" Oh! " I exclaimed. 
" Yes. And if it is a good arrangimento it is always 
quite quite happy." 
" We are said," I observed thoughtfully, "fo be 
able, as a people, to accommodate ourselves to circum- 
stances." 
"ïou approve this idea! Signorina, you are so 
amiable, it is heavenly." 
"I see no objection to it," I said. "It is entire]y 
a matter of taste." 
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" And the American ladies bave much taste," ob- 
served Count Filgiatti blandly. 
« I'm afraid it isn't infallible," I said, « but it is 
eharming to hear it approved." 
" The Amcrican lady contus in Italy. She is young, 
beautiful, with a grace--ah! And perhaps there is a 
little income--a fev dollar--but we do not speak of 
that--it is a trifle, only to make possible the arrangi- 
nlelltO." 
"I see," I said. 
" The \merican lady is so pereeiving--it is also a 
eharm. The Italian gentlenmn has a dignity of his. He 
is perhaps from a familv a little old. It is nothing--the 
matter is of the heart--but it makes possible the ar- 
rangimento." 
" I have read of sueh things before," I said, " in the 
newspapers. It is most amusing to hear them eor- 
roborated on the spot. But that is one of the eharms of 
travel, Count Filgiatti." 
The Count hesitated and a shade of indeeision 
erossed his swarthy little features. Then he added sim- 
ply, " For me she has always been a vision, that Ameri- 
ean lady. It is for this that I study the ]nglish. I 
bave thought, 'When I meet one of those so eharming 
Amerieans, I wl]l do my possible.' " 
I eould not help thinking of that fam]ly of eleven 
and the father with the saints. It was pathetie to feel 
one's self a realised vision without anv capacity for 
beneficence---worse in some respects than being obliged 
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to be unkind to hopes with no financial basis. It mme 
one feel somehow so mercenary. But before I could 
think of anything to say--it was sueh a diffieult junc- 
ture---the Count went on. 
" But in the Italian idea it is better first one thlng 
to know--the agreement of the American signorina. If 
she will hot, the Italian nobleman is too mueh disgraee. 
It is not good to offer the naine and the title if the lady 
say no, I do hot want--take that poor thing away." 
IIow artless it was! Yet my sympathy ebbed im- 
mediately. Not my euriosity, however. Perhaps at 
this or an earlier point I should have gone blushing 
away and forever pondered in secret the problem of 
Count Filatti's intentions. I eonfess that it didn't 
even oeeur to me---it was sueh a little Count and so far 
beyond the range of my emotions. Instead, I smiled 
in a non-eommittal way and said that Count Filgiatti's 
prudence was most unique. 
« With a friend to prevlously dlseover then it is 
easy. But perhaps the lady will bave no friends in 
Italy." 
« You would have to be prepared for that," I said. 
" Certainly." 
" Also she perhaps quickly go away. The Ameri- 
cans are so instantaneous, lIaybe my vision fade like 
--like anything." 
« In a perspective of tourlsts' coupons," I suggested. 
:For a moment there was silence, through which we 
could hear the scrubblng-brush of the chambermaid on 
11 
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the marb]e hall of the first floor. It seemed a final note 
of desolation. 
" If I must speak of myself believe me it is hot a 
nobody the Cunt Fi]giatti," he wcnt on at last. " Two 
Cardinals ] have had in my family and one is second 
cousiu to the Pope." 
" Fancy the Popc's having relations! " I said, " but 
I suppose thcrc is nothing to prevcnt it." 
" othing at all. In my amily I have had many 
ambassadors, but that was a little ormerly. Once a 
Filgiatti marricd with a Icdicbut these things are 
bettcr for Mistra and Madame Wick to inquire." 
" l'oppa is very nmeh interested in antiquities, but 
Fm afraid thcre will hardlv be time, Count Filviatt. 
" Listen, I will say all] Always they bave bcen 
much too large, the families Filgiatti. So now perhaps 
we are a little reduce. But thcre is still somethings 
ahsignorina, can you pardon that l speak these things, 
but the rime is so smallthere is fifteen hundred lire 
yearly revenue to my pocket." 
« About three hundred dollars," I observed sympa- 
thctically. Count Filgiatti nodded with the stalle of a 
conscious capitalist. " Then of course," I said, « you 
wou't marry for money." I'm afraid this was a litt]e 
nkind, but I was quite sure the Count would perceive 
no irony, and said it for my own amusement. 
"Jamais! In Italy you will find that never The 
Italian gives always the heart beforbefore" 
"The arrangimento," I suggested softly. 
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"Indeed, yes. There is also the seat of the 
family." 
« The seat of the family," I repeated. " Oh-- 
the fanfily seat. Of course, be]ng a Count, you 

have a castle. They always go together. I had for- 
gotten." 
" A castle I cannot say, but for the country it is very 
wcll. It is not amusing there, in Tuscauy. It is a little 
out of repairs. Twice a year I go to see my mothcr 
and all those brothers and sisters--it is enough! And 
the Countess, lny mother, has said to me two hundred 
times, ' :h[arry with an Americaine, :Nicco--it is my com- 
mand.' ' :Nicco,' she calls me--it is what you call jack- 
naine. » 
The Count smiled dcprccatingly, and looked at me 
-ith a great deal of sentiment, twisting his moustache. 
Another pause ensued. It's ,ll very well to say I should 
have dismissed him long before this, but I should likc 
to know on what grounds? 
" I wish very much to write my mother tlmt I havc 
round the American lady for a new Countess Filgiatti," 
he said at last with emotion. 
" Well," I said awkwardly, "I hope you will find 
ber." 
" Ah, :[ees Wick," exclaimed the Count recklessly, 
"you are that American lady. When I saw you in the 
raihvay I said, ' It is my vision! ' At once I desired to 
embrace the papa. And he was not cold with me-- 
he told me of the soda. I had courage, I had hope. 
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At first when I see you to-day I ara a little derange. 
In the Italian way I speak first with the papa. Then 
came a little thought in my heart--no, it is propitious! 
In Amcrica thc daughter maka always ber own arrangi- 
mento. So I ara spoken." 
At this  rose immediately. I would hOt have it 
on my conscience that I toyed with the matrimonial 
proposition of even an Italian Count. 
" 1 think I uuderstand you, Count Filgiatti," I said 
--Therc is something about the most insignificant pro- 
posal that makes one blush in a perfectly absurd way. 
1 have never been able to get over it--" and I ïear I 
nmst bring this interview to a close. I" 
"kh, it is too embarrassing ïor you! It is experi- 
ence verb" new, very strange." 
" :No," I said, regaining my composure, " hot at all. 
But the fact is, Count Filgiatti, the transaction you pro- 
pose doesn't appeal to nie. It is too business-like to be 
sentimental, and too sentimental to be business-like. 
I'm sorry to seem disobliging, but I really couldn't 
make up my mind to marry a gentleman for his ances- 
tors who are dead, even if he was willing to marry me 
for my income which may disappear, t'oppa is very 
speculative. But I know there's a certain percentage 
of Americans who think a count with a family seat is 
about the only thing worth bringing away from Europe, 
now that we manufacture so much for ourselves, and if 
I meeç any of them l'll bear you in mind." 
"Upon ,y word ! " 
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It was Irs. Portheris, in the doorway behind us, 
just arrived from Siena. 
I mentioned the matter to my parents, thinking it 
might amuse them, and it did. From a business point 
of view, however, poppa could hOt help feeling a cer- 
tain amount of sympathy for the Count. " I hol»e , 
daughter," he said, " you didn't give him thc ha-ha to 
his face." 
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TIIERE is the very tenderness of desolation upon the 
Appian Way. To me it suggested nothing of the splen- 
donr of Roman villas and the tragedy of flyin Em- 
perors. It spoke only of itself, lying over the widc 
silence of the noon-day flelds, historic doubtless, but 
noon-day certainly. Sonething lires upon the warm 
stretches of the Appian Way, something that talks of 
the eternal and unchangeable, and yet bas the pathos 
of the fragmentary and the lost. Perhaps it is the ghost 
of a genius that bas failed of rcincarnation, and inspires 
the weeds and the leaf-shadows instead. Thinking of 
it, one relnembers only an almond tree in flower, that 
grew beslde a ruined arch by the wayside--both quite 
alone in the sunlight--and perhaps of a meek, young, 
marble Cecilia unquestioningly prostrate, submissive 
to the axe. 
Wc were on our way fo thc Cataeombs, malnma, the 
Senator, and Irs. Porthcris in one carriage, R. Dod, 5If. 
[afferton, Isabel, and I in the other. I approved of 
the arrangement., because the mutually distant under- 
standing that existed between Ir. 5Iafferton and me 
had already been the subject of remark by my parents. 
160 
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(" For old London acquaintances you and Mr. lIaffer- 
ton seem to bave very little to say to each other," more- 
ma had observed that very morning.) It was borne in 
upon me that this was absurd. Pcoplc bave no business 
to be estranged for lire because one of them bas hal)- 
pened to propose to the other, unless, of course, he bas 
been accepted and afterwards divorced, which is quite 
a diffcrent thing. Besicles, there was Dicky to think 
of. I decided that thcre was a medium in all things, 
and*to hc]p me to find it I wore a blouse from Madame 
Valerie in the :Rue de l'Opera, which cost seven times 
its value, and v«as naturally becoming. Perhaps this 
was going to extreme measures; but he was a recalcitrant 
Englishman, and for Dicky's sake one had to think of 
everything. 
Englishmen bave a genius for looking uncomfort- 
al)le. Their feelings are terriblv mixed up -ith their 
personal appearance. It was some rime before Sir. 
[afferton would consent to be even tolerably at his ease, 
though I ruade a distinct effort to show that I bore no 
nmlice. It must have been the mere memory of the past 
that embarrassed him, for the other t'o 'ere as com- 
pletely unaware of his existence as thev well could be 
in the same carriage. For a time, as 1- talked in com- 
monp]aces, [r. Mafferton in monos'llables, and [r. 
Dod and l[iss Portherls in regards, the most sordid rcal- 
ist would bave hesitated to chronicle our conver.ation. 
" When," I inquired casual!y, " are you thinking 
of going back, Z[r. Z[afferton? " 
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" To town? Not before October, I fancy! " 
" Even in Rome," I observed, " London is ' town ' 
to you, isn't it? What a curious thing insular tradition 
is! " 
"I suppose Rome was invented first," he replied 
haughtily. 
" Why yes," I said; " while the aneestors of Eaton- 
square were running about in blue paint and bear-skins, 
and Albert Gare, in the direetory, was a mere cave. 
What do you suppose," I went on, following up this line 
of thought, " when you were untutored savages, was 
your substitute for the Red ]3ook? 
" Really," said this Englishman, " I haven't an idea. 
Perhaps as you have suggested they had no addresses." 
b'or a moment I felt quite depressed. " Did you 
flfink it was a eonundrum?" I asked. " You so often 
remind me of Punch, Mr. Mafferton. » 
I shouldn't ]lave liked anyone to say that to 
but it seemed to bave qnite a mollifying effeet npon [r. 
Iafferton. He smiled and pulled his moustache in the 
way Englishmen always 
sorb a compliment. 
" Dear old London," I went on reminiseently, « what 
a funny experienee it was! 
« To the Transatlantie mind," responded [r. Iaf- 
ferton stiffty, « one ean imagine it instructive. » 
« It was a revelation to mine," I said earnestly 
"a revelation." Then, remembering Ir. Iafferton's 
somewhat painfuI eonneetion with the revelation, 
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added carefully, " From a historie point of view. The 
Tower, you know, and all that." 
" Ah! " said h[r. Mafferton, with a distant eye upon 
the Campagna. 
It was really very dicult. 
" Do you remember the day we went to h[adame 
Tussaud's? " I asked. Perhaps my intonation was a 
little dreamy. "I shall never forget William tlle Con- 
queror--never." 
" Yes--yes, I think I do." It was clearl; an effort 
of memory. 
"' And now," I said regretfully, " it can never be the 
sanie again." 
" Certainly not." IIe used quite unneccssary em- 

phasis. 
" William and the others having been since de- 
stroyed by lîre," I continucd. Mr. Mafferton looked 
foolish. " What a terrible scene that must bave 

been! Didn't Sou feel when ail that royal wax melted 
as if the dynasties of England had been wrecked 
over again! What effect did it llave on dear old Vic- 
toria? " 
" One question at a time," said 3[r. :[afferton, and 
I think he smiled. 
" :Now you remind me of Sandford and Merton," I 
said, " and a place for everything and everything in its 
place. And punctuality is the thief of time. And many 
others." 
" You haven't got it quite right," said X[r. Maffer- 
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ton with incipient animation. " [ay I correct you? 
' I»rocrastination, ' not ' punctuality.' " 
" Thanks," I said. I could hot help observing that 
:for quite rive minutes ][r. ][afferton had ruade no effort 
to overhear the conversation between [r. Dod and =[iss 
]'ortheris. It was a tritle, but lire is ruade up of little 
things. 
"I don't belicve we adorn our conversation with 
proverbs .in America as much as we did," ïl continued. 
" I guess it takes too long. If you make use o:f a prov- 
erb you see, you've got to allow :for reflection first, 
and reflection afterwards, and a sigb, and very :few 
of us have rime for that. It is one o:f our disadvan- 
t.es." 
][r. Mafferton heard me with attention. 
" leally! " he said in quite his old manner when we 
sed to discuss lresidential elections and peanuts and 
other features of lire in my republic. " That is a fact 
o:f some interestbut I see you cling to one little Ameri- 
canism, ]iiss Wick. Do you remember "he actually 
]ooked arch--" once assuring me that you intended to 
abandon the verb to ' guess '? " 
"I don't know why we should leave all the good 
words to Shakespeare," I said, " but I was under a great 
manv hallucinations about the American lan,uage in 
England, and I daresay I did." 
If I responded coldly, it was at the thought o:f my 
last interview with poor dear Arthur, and his misprised 
larynx. But at this moment a wildly encoraging slgn 
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from Dicly reminded me that his interests and not my 
own emotions were fo be considered. 
" We mustn't reproach each other, must we," I 
said softly. "I don't bear a particle of malice--really 
and truly." 
:Mr. iafferton cast a glance of alarm af ir. Dod 
and [iss Portheris, who were raptly exchanging views 
as to the respective merits of a cleel and a brassey shot 
given certain peculiar bunkers and a sandy green--as if 
two infatuated people talking golf would bave ears for 
anything else! 
" Not on any account," he said hurredly. 
" The best quality of friendship someimes arises 
out of the most unfortunate circumstances," I added. 
The sympathy in my voice was for Dicky and Isabcl. 
Ir. ]Iafferton looked af me expressively and the 
carriage drew up af the Catacombs of St. Callistus. ][rs. 
Portheris was awaiting us by the gare, however, so in 
geting out I gave my hand to Dcky. 
Inside and outside the gare, how quiet if was. Noth- 
ing on the Applan Way but dust and sunlight, nothing 
in the field within the walls but yellowng grass and here 
and there a field-daisy bending in the silence. If ruade 
one think of an old faded water-colour, washed in with 
tears, that clings fo its significance though all its real]ty 
is gone. Then we saw a little bare house fo the left with 
n open door, and inside ound :Brothers Demetrius 
and Eusebius in Trappist gowns and ropes, who wofld 
sell us beads for the profitable employment of our souls, 



166 A VOYAGE OF CONSOLATION. 

and chocolate and photographs, and wonderful eucalyp- 
tus liqueur from the Three :Fountains, and when we had 
well bought would show us the city of the long, long 
dead of which they were custodians. They were both 
obliging enough to speak English, Brother Demetrius 
imperfectly and haltingly, and without the assistance 
of those four front teeth which are so especially neces- 
sary to a foreign tongue, Brother Eusebius fluently, and 
with such richness of dialect that we were not at all sur- 
prised to lcarn that he had served his Pope for some 
years in the State of New York. 
" l"or de ladi de choeolate. Ith it hot  " said ]3rother 
Denletrius, with an indueive smile. " It ith de betht 
in de Wol'l', dis elloeolate." 
'" Don't you believe him," said Brother Eusebius, 
" he's known as the oldest of the Roman frauds. Wants 
jour money, that's what he wants." ]rother Demetrius 
shook his fist in amicable, wagging protest. " That's 
the way he goes on, you know--quarrelsome old party. 
]3ut I don't say it's bad chocolate. Try it, young lady, 
try it." 
He handed a bit to Isabel, who looked at ber 
nlomnla, 
" There is no possible objection, my dear," said 2frs. 
Portheris, and she nibbled it. 
Dicky invested wildly. 
" Dese photograff dey are very pritty," reiarked 
Brother Demetrius fo momma, who was turning over 
some St. Stepllens and St. Cecilias. 



VOYAGE OF CONSOLATION. 167 

" IIe'd say aiiythlng to sell them," put in Brother 
:Eusebius. « tic lmver thinks of his ilnmortal soul, any 
more than if he was a poor miserable heretic, lIe'll 
tell you they're orighmls next, taken by :Nero at the time. 
You're all good Catholics, of course? " 
" We are hot any kind of Catholics," said Mrs. Por- 
theris severely. 
" l'll give you niy blesshlg all the saine, and no 
extra charge. But the saints forbid that I should be 
selling beads ruade out oï their precious bones to Protes- 
tants." 
" l'll take that string," said momlna. 
« I wouldn't do it on any account," continued Broth- 
er Eusebius, as he wrapped them up in blue paper, but 
mOlnlia still attaches a certain amount of vencration to 
those bcads. 
"And what can I do for you, sir?" continued 
Brother Eusebius to the Senator, rubbing his hands. 
" What'll be the next thing? " 
" The Early Christians," replied poppa laconically, 
" if it's all the saine to you." 
";Iust in hall a shake. Don't hurry yourselves. 
They'll keep, you know--they've kept a good long 
while already. Now you, madam," said Brother Euse- 
bius to 5[rs. lortlierls, " have never had the influenza, 
I know. It only attacks people advanced in lire." 
" Indeed I bave," replied that lady. " Twice." 
"Is that so! Well, you never would have had it if 
you'd been protected with this liqueur of ours. It's 
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death and burial on influenza," and ]rother Eusebius 
shook the bottle. 
"I consider," said :[rs. lortheris solcmnly, " that 
eucalyptus in another form saved my life. :But I in- 
haled it." 
" Tho," ventured ]rother Demetrius, " tho did I. 
But the wine ith for internal drinking." 
" Listen to him! Eternal drinking, that's what he 
nwans. You never saw such an old boy for the influ- 
cnza--gets it every week or so. IIow nmny bottles, 
nmdam', t Just a nip, aflcr dinner, and you don't know 
how poetic it wi]l make you feel into the bargain." 
" One bottle," replied Mrs. :Porthcris, " the larger 
size, 1)lease. oEnything with eucalyptus in it must be 
salutary. And as we are going underground, where 
it is bound to be damt) , I think l'll have a little 
]:IOV." 
" That's what I call Fnglish eommon-sense," 
elaimed :Brother Fusebius, getting out a glass. " Will 
nobody keep the lady eompany. It's lopish, but it's 
good." 
Nobody ouht. [omma observed rather uneau- 
tiously that the smell of it was enough, at which Mrs. 
:Portheris remarked, with some asperity, that she hoped 
[rs. Vi,.k would nevcr be obliged to be indebted to the 
" smell." " It is quite excellent," she said, " most cor- 
dial. I really think, as a precaution, :['11 take another 
glass." 
" Isn't it pretty strong? " asked poppa. 



We followed the monks. 
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" The inttuenza is stronger," replied :Mrs. l:'ortheris 
oracularly, and finished ber second potation. 
" And nothing," said ]3rother Euscbius sadly, " for 
the gentleman standing outside the door, who doesn't 
approve of encouraging the Roman Catholic Church in 
any respect whatever. Dear me! dear me! we do gct 
some queer customers." At which Mr. h[afferton 
frowncd portentously. But nothing seemed to bave any 
effcct on Brother Euscbius. 
" There are such a lot of you, and you are sure to be 
so inquisitive, that we'll both go with you," said he, 
and took candlcs from a shelf. Not ordinary candles 
at ail--colis of long, slender strips, with one end turned 
up to burn. At the sight of them momma shuddered 
and said she hadn't thought it would be dark, and took 
the Senator's arm as a precautionary measure. Then 
we followed the monks Euscbius and Demetrius, who 
wrapped shawls round their sloping shoulders and hur- 
ried across the grass towards the llttle brick entrance to 
the Çatacombs, shading their candles from the wind that 
twisted their brown gowns round thcir legs, 'ith all the 
anxiety to get it over shown by janitors of buildings of 
this world. 



CHAPTER XIV. 

2T first through the square chambers of the early 
Popes and the nm'row passages lined with elnpty cells, 
nearest to the world outside, we kept together, and it 
was lnainly Eusebius who diseoursed of the building 
of the Cataeombs, whieh he informed us had a pagan 
beginning. 
" But out blessed early bishops said, 'Why should 
the devil have all the aeeomlnodations? ' and when once 
the Church got its foot in there wasn't nmeh room for 
lt im. ]3ut a few pagans there are here to this day in 
better eompany than they ever kept above ground," re- 
nmrked ]3rother Eusebius. 
" Can you tell them apart? " asked Mr. Dod, " the 
Christians and the Pagans? " 
" Yes," replied that holy man, "by the measure- 
ments of the jaw-bone. The Christians, you sec, were 
always lecturing the other fellows, so their jaw-bones 
grew to an awful size. Some of 'em are simply parlia- 
mentary." 
"Dat," said ]3rother Demetrics anxiouslyas no- 
body had laughed--" ith a joke." 
" I notieed the intention," said poppa. " It's down 
170 
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in the guide-book that you've been ' absolvcd from the 
vow of silenee '--is that eol'reet " 
" Right 3-ou are," said Brother Euscbius. " What 
about it ? " 
 Oh, nothing--only it explains a good deal. I guess 
you enjoy it, don't you? " 
But 13rother Eusebius was bending over a eell in bet- 
ter preservation than lnost of them, and was illulniuat- 
ing with his eandle the bones of the dweller in it. The 
light fliekered on the skull of thc Early Christian and 
the tonsure of the modern one and ruade comparisons. 
It also eut the darkness into solid bloeks, and showed 
us broken bits of marble, faint stains of old freseoes, 
strange rough letters, and where it. wavered fnrthest 
the uueertain lines of a graveu cross. 
" IIere's one of the original inhabitants," remarked 
:Eusebius. " He's been here all the time. I hope the 
ladies don't mind looking at hiln in his bones? " 
" Thee, you ean piek him up," said old Demetrius, 
handing a thigh-bone to momma, who shrank fronl the 
privilege. " It ith quite dry." 
"It seems sueh a liberty," she said, " and he looks 
so ineomplete without it. Do put it baek." 
" That's the way I feel," remarked Dieky, « but I 
don't believe he'd mind out looking ata toe-bone. Are 
his toe-bones all there? " 
" No," replied Demetrius, "I have eount another 
day and he ith nine only. Itere ith a few." 
" It is eertainly a very solemn and unusual prlvl- 
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lege," remarked Mr. [afferton, as the toe-bones xvent 
round, " to touch the mortal remnant of an Early 
Chrstmn. 
" That a]together depends," said the Senator, " upon 
what sort of an Early Christian he was. [aybe he was 
a saint of thc first water, and maybe he was a pillar of 
the church that ran a building society. Or, maybe, he 
was only an average sort of :Early Christian like you or 
me, i which case he nmst be vcry uncom_fortable at the 
idca of inspiring so much respect. Ifow are you going 
to tell? " 
" The gentleman is right," said Brother Eusebius, 
and in considering poppa's theory in its relation to the 
doubtful charaeter before them nobody notieed, exeept 
me, the petty larceny, by Richard Dod, of one Early 
Christian toe-bone. :His expression, I ara glad to say, 
ruade me think he had never stolen anything before; 
but you couldn't imagine a more promising beginning 
for a eareer of embezzlement. .As we moved on I men- 
tioned to him that the man who would steal the toe- 
bone of an Early Christian, who had only nine, was 
capable of most crimes, at whleh he assured me that he 
hadn't sueh athing about him outside of his boots, 
whieh shows how one wrong step leads to another. 
\Ve fell presëntly into two parties--Dicky, Irs. :Por- 
theris, and I holding to the skirts of ]3rother Demetrius. 
]3rother Demetrius knew a great deal about the Latin 
inscriptions and the history of :Pope Damasus and the 
ehapel of the ]3ishops, and how they round the body of 
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St. Ceclia, after eght hundred ycars, fresh and perfect, 
and drcssed in rich vestmcnts cmbroidcrcd in gold; but 
his way of ilnl)arting it seriously interfercd with the 
value of his information, and we looked regretfully 
after the other party. 
" IIere we have de tomb of Anterus and Fabi- 
flUS-- 
"I think we should keep up with the rcst," inter- 
rupted Mrs. Portheris. 
" Oh, I too, I know all desc Catacomb--I wll take 
you everywheres--and here, too, we have buried En- 
tychianus." 
" Where is Brother Eusebius taking the others " 
asked Dicky. 
" Now I te]l you: he nlith all de valuable tng, he is 
too fat and lazy; only joke, joke, joke. And here we 
bas buried Epis--martyr. Epis he wath martyr." 
The othcrs, with their lights and voices, came into 
full vcw vhere fo passages met in a cubicle. " Oh," 
ced Isabel, catching sght of us, " do corne and see 
Jonah and the whale. It's too funny for anytMug." 
" And where Damathuth round here the many good 
thainth h" 
" We would like to see Jonah," entreated Dîcky. 
" Well," said Brother Demetrius crossly, "you go 
thee llim--you catch up. I will no more. You do not 
like my Englls' very well. You go wlth fat old joke- 
fellow, and I return the houth. Bethlde, it ith the 
day of my lumbago." And the venerable Demetrins, 
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wi{h distinct tcmpcr, (urned hls back on us and wad- 
dlcd off. 
We looked at each other in consternation. 
" I'm afraid wc've hurt his feelhgs," said Dicky. 
" You nmst go af{cr hhn, Mr. Dod, and apologize," 
commanded lrs. l'ortheris. 
" Do you suppose he knows the way out? " I asked. 
" ]t is a shamc," said I)icky. " I'll go and tcll him 
wc'd rathcr havc him than Jonah any day." 
Brother I)emetrius vas just turning a corner. Dark- 
ness ene(mpassed him, lying thick between us. t[e 
lookcd, in the light of his candle, like something of 
Rembrandt's suspended for a moment belote us. Dicky 
started after him, and, presently, Mrs. Portheris and I 
vere regarding each other with more friendliness than 
I would have believed possible aeross our flaring dips in 
the silence of the Cataeombs. 
" Poor old gentleman," I sald; "I hope r. Dod 
will overtake him." 
" So do I, indeed," s:aid Mrs. Portheris. "I fear we 
bave been very ineonsiderate. :But young people are 
always so impatient," she added, and put the blame 
where it belonged. 
I did hot retaliate vith so much as a reproachful 
glance. Even as a eensor :Mrs. Portheris was so emi- 
nently eompanionable at the moment. :But as we 
waited for Dicky's return neither 5ç us spoke again. It 
rnade too nmch noise. [inutes passed, I don't know 
how many, but enough or us to look cautiously round 
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to see it there vas anything to sit on. There wasn't, so 
lIrs. :Portheris took my arm. We were hot people to 
lean on each other in the ordinary vicissitudes of lire, 
and even under the circumstances I was aware that 
l[rs. :Portheris was a great deal to support, but there 
was comfort in every pound of her. At last a faint 
light foreshadowed itself in the dircction o Di«ky's dis- 
appearance, and grew stronger, and was rcsolved into 
a candle and a young man, and [r. Dod, very much 
paler than when he left, was with us again. lrs. Por- 
theris and I started apart as if scientifically impellcd, 
and exclaimed simultaneously, " Whcre is Brother De- 
metrius? " 
" Nowhere in this graveyard," said Dicky. " IIc's 
well upstairs by this time. [ust bave taken a short 
cut. I lost sight of him in about two seconds." 
" That was very carelcss of you, l[r. Dod," said Mrs. 
lortheris, " very careless indced, xN'ow we have no 
option, I suppose, but to rcjoin the others; and where 
are they" 
They were certainly not where they had been. Not 
a trace nor an echo--not a trace nor au echo--of any- 
thing, only parallelograms of darkness lu every dlrec- 
tion, and our little circle of light flickering on the tombs 
of Anterus, and Fabianus, and Entychianus, and Epis 
martyrand we three within it, looking at each 
other. 
" If you don't mind," said Dicky, "I would rather 
hot go after them. I think it's a waste of time. :Per- 
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sonally I ara quite contented to bave rejoined you. At 
one time I thought I shouldn't be able to, and the idea 
was trying." 
" We wouldn't dream of letting you go again," said 
3[rs. l'ortheris and I simultaneously. " But," contin- 
ued 3[rs. 1-'ortheris, " we will all go in search of the 
othes. They can't be very far away. There is noth- 
ing so alarming as standing still." 
We proceeded along the passage in the direction of 
our last glimpse of our friends and relatives, passing a 
number of most interesting inscriitions , which we felt 
we had hot rime to pause and decipher, and came pres- 
ently fo a divergence which none of us could remember. 
]Ialf of the passage went down three steps, and turned 
off to the left under an arch, and the other half climbed 
two, and inmediately lost itself in blackncss of dark- 
ness. In our hesitat]on Dicky suddenly stooped to a 
trace of pink in the stone leading upward, and picked 
it l--three rose petals. 
" That settles it," he exclaimed. " Isa--3Iiss Por- 
theris was wearing a rose. I gave it to ber myself." 
" Did you, indeed," said Isabel's mamma coldly. 
" :My dear child, how .nxious she will be! " 
" Oh, I should think hot," I said hopefu]ly. " I ara 
sure she can trust 3Ir. Dod to take care of himself--and 
of us, too, for the matter of that." 
" Mr. Dod! " exclaimed Mrs. :Portheris with in- 
. dignation. " [y poor child's anxiety will be for ber 
mothcr." 
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And we let it go at that. But Dieky put the rose 
petals in his pocket with the toe-bone, and hopefully 
remarked that there would be no difficulty about find- 
ing her now. I mentioned that I had parents also, at 
that moment, lost in the Catacombs, but he did not 
apologize. 
The midnight of the place, as we walked on, seemed 
to deepen, and its silence to grow more profound. The 
tombs passed us in solemn grey ranges, one above the 
other--the long tombs of the grown-up people, and the 
shorter ones of the children, and the very littlc ones of 
the babies. The air held a conccntrated dolor of 
nerals sixteen centuries old, and the four dira stone walls 
seemed to have crept closer togethcr. "I thiuk I will 
take your arm, ]lr. Dod," said Mrs. Portheris, and "I 
think I will take your other arm, Mr. Dod," said I. 
" Thank you," replied Dicly, "I should be glad of 
both of yours," which may look ambiguous now, but 
we ,quite understood it at the time. It ruade rather 
uncomfortable walking in places, but against that over- 
whelming majority of the dead it was comforting to 
feel ourselves a living unit. We stumbled on, taking 
only the most obvious turnings, and presently the pas- 
sage widened into another little square chamber. " [ore 
bishops! " groaned Dicky, holding up his candle. 
" Perhaps," I replied triumphantly, " but Jonah, 
anyway," and I pointed him out on the wal], in two 
shades of brown, a good deal faded, being precil-itated 
into the jaws of a green whale with paws and horns and 
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a stalle, also a curled body and a three-forked tail. The 
wickcd dced had two accomplices only, who had appar- 
cntly stopped rov«ing to doit. Undcrneath was a com- 
panion sketch oï the restitution oï Jonah, in perfect 
ordcr, by the whale, which had, nevertheless, grown 
considcrably stouter in the intcrval, while an amiable 
stranger reclined in an arbor, with his hand under 
hcad, and lookcd on. 
" As a (.hild vour intelligence promised well," said 
Dicky; " that is Jonah, though hot of the Revised Ver- 
sion. I don't think Bible stories ought to be illustratcd, 
do you, 5[rs. Portheris It has such a bad effect on the 
imagination." 
" We can talk of that at another rime, Mr. Dod. At 
prcsent I wish to be restored to my daughter. Let us 
push on at once. And plcase explain how it is that we 
have had to walk so far to get to this place, which was 
only a few yards from where we were standing when 
Brother Dcmetrius left us! " $[rs. Portheris's words 
were commanding, but. ber tone was the tone of suppli- 
cation. 
" I'm afraid I can't," said Dicky, "but for that very 
reason I think we had better stay whcre we are. Thcy 
arc pretty sure to look for us here." 
" I cannot possibly wait to be looked or. I must be 
restored to my daughter! ¥ou must make an effort, 
[r. Dod. And, now that I think of it, I bave left the 
key o our boxes in the drawer of the dressing-table, 
and the key of that is in it, and the housemaid bas the 
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key of the room. It is absolutely necessary that I 
should go back to the hotel at once." 
" .S[y dear lady," said Dicky, " don't you realizz 
that we are lost? " 
'" Lost! Impossible! Slout, Mr. Dod" 
Dicky shouted, and all the Early Christians answered 
him. There are said to be seven millons. Mrs. For- 
theris grasped his arm convulsively. 
" Don't do that again," she said, " on any account. 
Let us go on l " 
" Much better not," protested Dicky. 
" On on! " commanded Mrs. Portheris. Thcre was 
no alternative. We put Dicky in the middle again, 
and eautiously stepped out. A round of blue paper 
undcr out chaperone's arm caught the eye of Mr. Dod. 
" What luck " he exclaimed, "you have brought the 
liqueur with you, trs. Portheris. I think we'd better 
ail have somc, if you don't mind. l've bcen in warmer 
eemetcries." 
ks shc undid thc bottle, Mrs. Portheris declared that 
she already felt the preliminary ache of influenza. She 
exhorted us to copious draughts, but it was much too 
nasty for more than a sip, though warming to a dc- 
grce. 
" Better take very little at a time," Dicky suggested, 
but Mrs. Portheris reaffimmd ber faith in the xrtues of 
eucaltus, and with such majesty as was compatible 
with the neck of the bott]e, drank deeply. Then we 
stumbled on. Presently Irs. Portheris yawned widely 
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twice, thrice, and again. "I beg your pardon," said 
she, "I don't seem able to help it." 
" It's the example of these gaping sepulchres," 
Dicly replied. " Don't ap-logize." 
The passages grew narrower and more complex, the 
tombs more irrcgular. We came to one that partly 
blocked the path, tilted against the main wall like a 
separate sarcophagus, though it was realIy part of the 
solid rock. Looking back, a wall seemed to bave risen 
bcMnd us; t was a dstinctly perplexng moment, hard 
upon tbe ncrves. The tomb was empty, except for a 
fcw boncs that might have bcen anything huddled at 
the bottom, and Mrs. lortheris sat down on the ]ower 
end of it. " I really do not fee] able to go any further," 
she said; " the ascent is so perpendicular." 
I was going to protest that the place was as level 
as a street, but Dicky forestalled me. "Eucalyptus," 
he said soothingly, " oiten bas that effect." 
" We are lost," continued Irs. lortheris lugubri- 
ously, " in the Catacombs. We may as wel! make up 
our minds to it. We came here this morning at ten 
o'clock, and I should think, I should thinkthish mus' 
be minnight on the following day." 
" My xvatch bas run down," said Dicky, " but you 
are probably quite right, Mrs. lortheris." 
" It is doubtful," :Mrs. lortheris xvent on, pulling 
herself together, " whether xve are ever round. There 
are nine hundred toiles of Catacombs. Unless we be- 
corne canniba]s we are ]ikely to die o starvation. Lf we 
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do become cannibals, Mr. Dod," she added, sternly en- 
deavouring to look Dicky in the eye, " I hope you will 
remember what ish due to ladies." 
"I will offer myself up gladly," said he, and I 
could not help reflecting upon the comfort of a 
third party with a sense of humour under the circum- 
stances. 
" Thass right," said Mrs. Poheris, nodding approv- 
ing]y, and nmch oftener than was necessarv. " Though 
there isn't much on you--you won't go very far." Then 
after a moment of gloomy reflection she blew out ber 
candle, and, before I could prevent it, mine also. Dicky 
hastily put his out of reach. 
" Three candles at once," she said virtuously, " in a 
room of this size! It is wicked extravagance, neither 
more nor less." 
I assure youyou would bave ]aughed, even in the 
Ctacombs, and Dicky and I mutually approached the 
borders of hysteria in our misplaced mirth. [rs. lor - 
theris smiled in unison somewhat foolishly, and we saw 
that slumber was overtaking her. Gradually and un- 
ionsiious]y she slipped down and back, and presently 
rested comfortably in the sepulchre of ber selection, 
sound asleep. 
" She is right in it," said Dicky, holding up his can- 
dle. " She's a lulu," he added disiustedly , " with her 
eucalyptus." 
This was disrespectful, but consider the annoyance of 
]osing a third of our forces against seven million Early 
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Chrlstian ghosts. We sat down, Dicky and I, with 
our backs aganst the tomb of hlrs. I»ortheris, and when 
Dicky suggested that I might likc him to hold my 
hand for a little while I marie no objection whatever. 
Y'e dccided that the immediate prospect, though un- 
comtortable, was hot alarming, that we had been wan- 
dcring about for lossibly an hour, judging by the 
dwindling of Dicky's candle, and that search must be 
ruade £or us as soon as ever the others went above 
gr«»md and lmard from Brother I)cmetrius the tale of 
our abandonmcnt. I said that if I knew anything 
al,out monmm's capacity for undcrground walking, the 
othcr party would havc gone up long ago, and that 
search for us was, thercfore, in all likelihood, proceed- 
ing now, though perhaps it would be wiser, in case we 
might want theln, to burn only one candle at a rime. 
We had only to listen intently and we would hear the 
ronces of the searchers. We did listen, but all that we 
heard was a faint ar distant moan, which Dicky tried 
to makc me believe was the wlnd in a ventilating shaft. 
1Ve could also hcar a prolongcd thumping vcry close to 
s, but that wc could each account for personally. knd 
nothing more. 
" Dick'," said I after a time, " if it weren't for the 
candle I believe I should be frightened." 
" It's about the most parslmonious style of cancle 
l've ever seen," replied Dicky, " but it would give a 
little more ]ight if it were trimmed." And he opened 
his pocket-knife. 
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to show 
Then it 
I heard 
groan. 

"P,e very careful," I begged, and Dicky said 
" Rather! " 
" Did you ever notice," he asked, " that you can 
touch flame all right if you are only quick enough'. 
:Now, see nie take the top off that candle." If Dicky 
had a fault it was a tendcncy to boastfulness. He took 
the lighted wick bctween his thumb and his knifc-blade, 
and skilfully scooped the top off. It blazed for two 
seconds on the edge of the blade--just long enough 
us that all the flame had corne with it. 
wcnt out, and in the darkness at my side 
a scuffiing among waistcoat pockets, and a 

" No matches? " I asked in despair. 
" Left 'em in my light overcoat pockets, 1[amie. 
I'ma bigger ass than--than Mafferton." 
" ¥ou are," I said with dccision. " No Englishman 
goes aywhere without his light overcoat. What bave 
you done with yours? " 
" Left it in the carriage," replied Dick humbly. 
" That shows," said I bitterly, "how little you have 
learned in England. Propriety in connection with you 
is evidently like water and a duck's back. An intelli- 
gent person would bave acquired the light overcoat 
principle in three days, and never bave gone out with- 
out it afterward." 
" Oh, go on!" replied Dick tlercely. " Go on. I 
don't mind. I'm hot so stuck on myself as I was. But 
if we've got to die together you might as well forgive 
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me. You']l bave to doit at the last moment, you 
kllOW." 
" I suppose you have begun to revlew your past lire," 
I said grimly, " and that's why you are using so much 
Amcrican slang." 
Thcn, as Dicky was again holding my hands, I 
maintaincd a dignified silence. You cannot possibly 
quarrcl with a person who is holding your hand, no mat- 
ter how you fccl. 
" Thcre's only one thlng that consoles me in con- 
nection with those nmtches," Dicky mentioned after a 
rime. " They were Frcnch ones." 
" I don't know what that bas to do with it," I said. 
" That's because you don't smoke," Dicky replied. 
_And I had not the heart to pursue the inquiry. Time 
went on, black and silent, as it had been doing down 
there for sixteen centuries. We stopped arguing about 
why they didn't corne to look for us, each privately 
wondering if it was possible that we had strayed too 
ingeniously ever to be round. We talked of many tlfings 
to try to keep up our sprits, the conviction of the St. 
James's Gazette that Amerlcan young ladies lire largely 
upon chewing-gum, and other topics far removed from 
our surroundings, but the effort was not altogether suc- 
cessful. Dicky had just permitted hlmself to make 
a refercnce to his mother in Chicago when a sound be- 
hind us ruade us both start violently, and then cheered 
us mmensely--a snore from [rs. Portheris wlthln the 
tomb. It was hot, happily, a single accidental snobe, 
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but the forerunner of a regular series, and we hung 
upon them as they issued, comforted and supported. 
We were vaguely aware that we could have no bettcr 
defence against disembodied Early Christians, when, 
in the course of an hour, :Mrs. I)ortheris sat up sud- 
denly among the bones of the original occupant and 
asked what time it was. We felt a pang of regret at 
losing it. 
After the first moment or two that lady realized the 
situation complctely. " I suppose," she said, "we have 
been down here about two days. I ara quite faint with 
hunger. I bave often read that candles, under thesc 
terrible circumstances, are sustaining. What a good 
thing we bave got the candles." 
Dicky squeezed my hand nervously, but our chap- 
erone had slept off the eucalyptus and had no longer 
one cannibal thought. 
" I don't think it is tlme for candles yet," he said 
reassuringly. " You have been asleep, you know, Mrs. 
lortheris. '' 
" If you bave eaten them already, I conslder that 
you bave taken an unfair advantage, a very unfair ad- 
vantage." 
"Here is mine! " exclamed Dicky nobly. " I hope 
I can deny myself, h[rs. 1)ortherls, to that extent." 
" And mine," I echoed; " but really, Mrs. lor - 
theris---" 
Another pressure of Dicky's hand reminded me--]: 
am ashamed to confess it--that if Mrs. 1)ortheris was 
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bcnt upon the unnecessary consuml/tion of Roman tal- 
low thcre was n»thing in hcr past treatment of either of 
us to induce us to 1)revent her. The dictates of human- 
ity, I know, should havc influcnced us otherwise, in 
connection with tallow, but they seemed tor the mo- 
ment to have fadcd as coml)lctely out of our bosoms as 
thcy did out of the ear])" loman persccutors! It seemed 
to me that all my country's wrongs at the hands of Irs. 
l»ortheris rose up and clamoured to be avcnged, and 
])icky told me afterward that he fe]t just the saine way. 
" Thcu I have done you an injustice," she continued; 
" I al)ologize , I ara sure, and I tïnd tbat I bave my own 
cand]c, thank you. It is adhering to the side of my 
bonnet." 
We were perfectly silent. 
" Perhaps I ought to try and wait a little longer," 
Irs. Portheris hesitated, « but I feel such a sinking, 
and I assure you I have fal]cn away. My garmcnts are 
quite loose." 
" Of course it dcpends," sald Dicky scientifically, 
" upon the amount of carbon the systen has in reserve. 
]='ersonally I think I can hold out a little longer. I had 
an excellent brealfast tMs m--, tbe day we came 
here. But if I felt a sinking--" 
"Wazgh t. " said Irs. Portherls. 
"Have you--have you begn. " I exc]almed in 
agony, while Dicky shook in silence. 
" I have," replied Irs. Portheris hurriedly; " where 
where is the eucalyptus? Ah! I have it! " 
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"Ben-en-euh! It is nutritive, I ara sure, but it rc- 
quires a cordial." 
The darkness for some rcason seemcd a little less 
black and the silence less oppressive. 
"I bave only eaten about three inches," remarked 
Irs. Portheris prescntly. Dicky and I were incapable 
of conversation--" but I--but I cannot i o on at pres- 
ent. It is really not nice." 
" An ovcrdone flavour, hasn't it? » asked Dicky, be- 
twcen gasps. 
" Very much so! IIorribly! But the eucalyptus 
will, I hope, enable me to extract some bcnefit from it. 
I think l'll lie down again." And we heard the sound 
of a cork restored to its bottle as gIrs. Portheris returned 
fo the tomb. It was quite hall an hour before she wokc 
up, declaring that a whole night had passed and that 
she was more famished than ever. " But," she added, 
" I feel it impossible to go on with the candle. There is 
something about the wick--" 
" I know," said Dicky sympatheticalli, " unless you 
are born in Greenland, you cannot really enjoy them. 
There is an alternative, g[rs. Portheris, but I dldn't likc 
to mention it" 
"I know," she replied, "shoe leather. I bave 
read of that, too, and I think it would be an im- 
provement. IIave you got a pocket-knife, lIr. 
Dod? » 
Dicky produced it without a pang and we heard the 
rapid sound of an unbuttoning shoe. "I had these 
18 
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ruade to order at two gulneas, in the ]3urlington Ar- 
cade," said llrs, l:'ortheris regretfully. 
" Then," said Dicky gravely, groping to hand ber 
the knife, " they will be ot  good kid, and probably 
tcndcr." 
"I hope so, indeed," said lk[rs, l='ortheris; " we 
must ail have some. " Will you--will you carre, Mr. 
Dod ? " 
I remembered with a pang how punctilious they 
wcre in England about asking gentlemen to perform 
this duty, and I rcceived one more impression of the 
permanence of ]3ritish ideas of propriety. But Dicky 
declincd; said he couldn't undertake it--for a party, 
and that Mrs. Portheris must please help herself and 
never lnind him, he would take anything there was, a 
]ittle later, with great hospitality. However, she in- 
sisted, and my portion, I know, was a generous one, a 
s]ice off the ankle. :Irs. Portheris begged us to begin; 
she said it was so cheer]ess eating by one's self, and 
ruade her feel quite greedy. 
" Really," she said, " it is much better than candle 
--a little difficult to masticate perhaps, but, if I do say 
it lnyse]f, quite a tolerable flavour. If I only hadn't 
used that abominable French polish this morning. What 
do you think, :Ir. Dod? " 
" I think," said Dicky, jumping suddenly to his feet, 
while my heart stood still with anticipation, " that if 
there's enough of that shoe left, you had better put it 
on again, for I hear people calling us," and then, mak- 



Dicky shouted till the skeletons turned to listen. 



A VOYAGE OF CONSOLATION. 189 

ing a trumpet with his hands, Dicky shouted till all the 
:Roman skeletons sufficiently intact turned to listen. 
:But this time the answer came back from their descend- 
ants, running with a flash of lanterns. 
I will skip the scene of our reunion, because I am 
not good at matters which are moving, and we were all 
excessively moved. It is necessary to explain, hoxvever, 
that :Brother Demetrius, when he went above ground, 
felt his lulnbago so acutely that he retired to bed, and 
v«as therefore not visible when thc others came up. As 
we had planned beforehand, the Senator decided to go 
on to the Jexvish Catacombs, taking it for granted that 
we would follow, while :Brother Eusebius, when he 
found Demetrius in bed, also took it for granted that 
we had gone on ahead. ]te did not inquire, he said, 
because the virtue of taciturnity being denied to theln 
in the exercise of their business, they always diligently 
cultivated it in private. ZIy own conviction was that 
they were hot on speaking terms. Out friends and 
relatives, after looking at the Jewish Cataeombs, had 
driven baek to the hotel, and only began to feel anx- 
ious at tea rime, as they knew the English refreshment- 
rooms were elosed for the season, like everything else, 
and Isabel asserted with tears that if ber mother was 
above ground she would not miss ber tea. So they all 
drove back to the Catacombs, and ef[ccted our rescue 
after we had been irmnured for exactly seven hours. I 
wish to add, to the credit of Mr. :Richard Dod, that he 



190 A VOYAGE OF CONSOLATION. 

bas never yet breathed a syllable to anybody about the 
ïmnner in which [rs. lortheris sustained nature dur- 
ing our iml0risonment , although he must often bave 
been strongly tempted to do so. And neither bave I-- 
until now. 



CtlAPTER XV. 

" Tnn thing that struck me on our drlve to thc 
hotcl," remarked momnm, "was that al)lcs vas almost 
entirely inhabited by the lower classes." 
" That is very noticeablc indeed,." concurred Kr. 
Iafferton, who was also there for the first rime. " The 
people of the place are no doubt in the country at this 
rime of the year, but one would naturally expect to sec 
morc respectable persons about." 
" 5ow you'll excuse me, Iaffcrton," said the Sena- 
tor, "but that's just one of those places where I lose 
the trail of the English language as used by the original 
inventors. Where do you draw the line of distinction 
between people and persons? " 
" It's a mere Briticism, poppa," I observed. Sir. 
Kafferton loathed being obliged to de,end his native 
tongue at any point. That very morning the modus 
vi'endi between us, that I had done so much for Dicky's 
sake to establish, had been been imperilled by my ool- 
ish dctermination to know why all Englishmen pro- 
nounced "whlte " "wite." 
"I daresay," sald poppa gloomily, "but I ara hot 
on to it and I don't suppose I ever shall be. Vhat struck 
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me on the ride up through the c]ty was the perambulat- 
ing bath. Going round on wheels to be hired out, just 
the ordinary tin tub of commerce. The fe]lows were 
shouting something--' Who'll buy a wash! ' I suppose. 
]ut that's the disadvantage of a forcig language; it 
lcavcs SG much to thc imagination." 
" Thc goats were nice," I said, "SG promscuous. I 
saw ont of them looking out of a window." 
" And the dcar littlc horscs with bells round their 
nocifs," momma addcd, " and thc tall yellow bouses with 
the stucco dropping off, and especially the fruit shops 
and the flower stal|s that make pictures down every 
narrow strcct. Such »asses of colour! " 
" We might have hit on a worse hotel," observed 
:Mr. [afferton. " Very tolerable soup, to-night." 
"I can't say I noticed the soup," said the Senator. 
" Fact is, soup to me is justsoup. I presume there 
are different k]nds, but beyond knowing most of them 
rom gruel I don't pretend to be a connoisseur." 
" What nonsense, Alexander! " said momma sternly. 
« Some are saltier than others, Augusta, I admit. 
]ut what I was going on rG say was that for clear mo- 
notony the dinner programmes ever since Paris bave 
bcaten the record. P, ramley told me how it 'ould be. 
Consommy, he sadthat's soupconsommy, the whole 
endurhg rime. Fish friié or fried, roast beef à l'Itali- 
enne or m]xed up with vegetables. ]eans--well, just 
beans, and if you don't le 'em you can leave 'em, but 
that fourth course is never anything but beans. After 
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that you get a chicken eut up xvith lettuce, because if 
it was put on the table whole some disappointcd investi- 
gator might find out there was nothing inside and file 
a complaint. Anything to support that unstuffcd 
chicken? :Nope. Finishing up with a compote of 
canned fruit, mostly California pears that want more 
cooking, and after that cheese, if you like cheese, md 
coffee charged extra. Thanks to :Bramley, :[ can't say 
I didn't know what to expect, but that doesn't increase 
the variety any. :Now in Amcrica--I understand you 

bave been to America, sir? " 
"I bave travelled in the 
responded [r. ][afferton. 
" Seen Brooklyn Bridge 

States to some extent," 

and the Itudson, I pre- 

sume. Had a look at ïagara Falls and a run out to 
Chicago, maybe. That was before I had the pleasure 
of meeting you. Get as far as the ¥osemite? o? 
Vell, you were there long enough anyhov to realise 
that our hotels are run on the free vill svstem." 
"I remember," said Mr. 2[afferton. " .oEll the lux- 
uries of the coming season, printed on a card usually 
about a foot long. A great variety, and very difficult to 
understand. When I had finished trying to translate 
the morning paper, I used to attack the card. I round 
that it threv quite a light upon early American civilisa- 
tion from the aboriginal side. 'Hominy,' 'Grits,' 
'Buckwheats,' ' Cantelopes,' are some of the dishes I 
remember. ' Succotash,' too, and ' creamed squash,' but 
I think they occurred at dinner generally. I used to 
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smnmon the waiter, and whcn he came to takc my 
orders I would ask him to dcrive those dishcs. I had 
great difflculty aftcr a time in summoning a waitcr. 
:But the plan gave me many intercsting hall hours. In 
the end I usually ordcred a chop." 
" I don't want to run down your politics," poppa 
said, " but that's what I call being too conservativc. 
Augusta, if you have had enough of the ]3ay of Naplcs 
and the moon, I might rcmind you of the buried city of 
Pompcii, which is on for to-morrow. It's a good long 
way ot, and you'll want ail your powers of endurancc. 
I'm going down to have a smoke, and a look at the 
humorous publications of Italy. There's no sort of 
sociability about these hotels, but the head portier knows 
a littlc English." 
"I suppose I had better retire," momma admitted, 
" though I sometimes wish 5Ir. Wick wasn't so careffl 
of my nervous systcm. Delicious scene, good-night." 
And she too left us. 
We were sitting in a narrow balcony that seemed 
to jut out of a horn of the city's lovely crescent. Dicky 
and Isabel occupied chairs at a distance nicely calcu- 
latcd to necessitate a troublcsom raising o the voice 
to communicate -ith them. lrs. Portherls was still 
confined to her room with what was understood to 
be the constitutional shock of her experiences in 
the Catacombs. Dicky, in joyful privacy, assured 
me that nobody could recover from a combination 
of Roman tallow and Frcnch kid in lcss than a week, 
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but I told lliln he did not know the ]3ritish constitu- 
tion. 
The moon sailed high over Naplcs, and lighted thc 
lapping curve of ber perfect bay in the deepest, softest 
blue, and showed us some of the nearer bouses of the 
city, sloping and shouldering and creeping down, that 
they were pink and yellow and parti-colourcd, while the 
rcst curved and glimmered round the water in all ten- 
der tones of white holding up a thousand lamps. :nd 
bchind, curving too, thc hills stood clear, with the grcy 
phatoln of Vesuvius in sharp familiar lines, scnding 
up its strcam of steady red, and now and thon a leaping 
flame. It was a scene to wake the latent sentiment of 
cvcn a ]3ritish bosom. I thought I would stay a little 
longer. 
" So you usually ordered a chop? " I said by way 
of resuming the conversation. " I hope the chops were 
tender." 
(I have a vague recollection that my intonation 
vas.) 
" There are worse things in the States than the tout- 
ton," replied Ir. [afferton, moving his chair to en- 
able him, by twisting his neck not too ostentatiously, 
to glance occasionally at Dicky and Isabel, "but 
the steaks were distinctly better than the chops--dis- 
tinctly." 
" So all connoisseurs say," I replied respectfully. 
" Would you like to change seats with me? I don't 
mind sitting with my back to--Vesuvius." 
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[r. Iafferton blushed--unless it was the glow 
the volcano. 
" Not on my account," he said. " By any means." 
" You do hot fcar a demonstration," I suggested. 
" _And .)-et the forces of nature are very uncertain. That 
is )-our English ncrve. It deserves all that is said of it." 
ïlr. ïIfferton looked at me suspiciously. 
" [ fancy you must be joking," he said. 
][e somciimes coml)lained that lhe great bar to his 
observaiion of lhc Amcrican character vas the Ameri- 
can scnse of humour. It was one of the things he hd 
ma(le a note of, as interfcring with the intelligent 
stranger's enjos"nent of the country. 
"I supposc," I replied reproachfully, " you never 
puse to think hov unkind a suspicion like that 
When one wishes to be taken seriously." 
" I fear I do hot," 5If. [afferton confessed. «, Fer- 
lmps I jump rather hastily to conclusions sometimes. 
It's a family trait. We get it through the Warwick- 
IIowards on my mother's side." 
" Then, of course, there can't be any objection to 
it. But when one knows a person's opinion of frivolity, 
always to be thought frivolous by the person is hard 
to bear. Awfully." 
And if my expression, as I gazed past this English- 
nmn at Vesuvius, ws one of sad resignation, there 
nothing in the situa(ion to exhilarate anybody. 
The impassive countenance of [r. 5Iafferton ws 
disturbed by a ray of concern. The moonlight enabled 
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me to see it quite clearly. " Pray, ZIiss Wick," he 
said, " do not think that. Who was it that wrote-- 
"A little humour now and then 
Is relished by the wisest men." 
"I don't know," I said, " but there's something 
about it that makes me think it is English in its origin. 
I)o you really endorse it? " 
" Certainly I do. And your liveliness, :Miss Wick, 
if I may say so, is certainly one of your accomplishments. 
It is to some extent a racial characteristic. You share 
it with ][r. Dod." 
I glanced in the direction of the other two. " They 
seem dcsperately bored with each other," I said. " They 
are not sas-ing anything. Shall we join theln? " 
" Dod is probably sulking because I ara monopolising 
you. ][rs. Portheris, you see, bas let me into the secret" 
--:Ir. Iafferton looked ve T arch--" :By all means, if 
you think he ought to be humoured." 
" :No," I said firmly, " humouring is very bad for 
Dicky. :But I don't think he should be allowed to wreak 
his ill-temper on Isabel." 
" I bave noticed a certain lack of power to take the 
initiative about [iss Portheris," said Mr. ]Iafferton 
coldly, " especially when her mother is not with her. 
She seems quite unable to extricate herself from situa- 
tions like the present." 
" She is so young," I said apologetically, " and be- 
sicles, I don't think you could expect ber to go quite 
away and leave us here together, you know. She woul4 
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naturatly have foolish ideas. She doesn't know any- 
thing about our irrevocable last. '' 
" Why should she care? " asked lir. Z[afferton hypo- 
critically. 
"Oh," I said. "I don't know, rm sure. Only 
:Mrs. I)ortheris " 
" She is ccrtainly a charming girl," said :Mr. liaf- 
fcrton. 
" .knd so well brought up," said I. 
" Ye-cs. I)crhaps a little self-contained." 
" Shc has no nccd to rcly upon her conversation." 
I observcd. 
" I don't know. The fact is" 
"Vhat is the fact?" I asked softly. " After all 
that has passed I think I may claim your confidence, =[r. 
Mafferton." I had some diiiculty aftervards in justify- 
ing this, but it seemed entirely appropriate at the rime. 
" The fact is, that up to three weeks ago I believed 
Iiss Portheris to be the incarnation of so many unas- 
suming vrtues and pcrsonal charms that I was almost 
rcady to make a fresh bid for domestic happiness in 
hcr society. I bave or some rime wished to marry--" 
"I know," I said sympathetically. 
" But during the last three weeks I have become a 
little uncertain." 
" There shouldn't be the slightest nncertainty," I 
observed. 
" :h[arriage in :England is such a permanent institu- 
tion." 
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" I bave knowr it to last for years even in the United 
States," I sighed. 
" And it is a serious responsibility to undertake to 
reciprocate in full the devotion of an attached wife." 
"I fancy Isabcl is a person of strong affections," I 
said; " one notices it with ber mother. And any one 
who could dote on [rs. Portheris would certainly----" 
" I fear so," said [r. :Mafferton. 
"I understand," I continuotl, " why you hesitate. 
And really, feeling as you do, I wouldn't be precipi- 
tate." 
" I won't," he said. 
" Watch the state of your own heart" I counselled 
" for some little time. ¥ou may be sure that hers will 
not alter; " and, as we said good-night, I further sug- 
gested that it would be a kindness if [r. [afferton 
would join my lonely parent in the sraoking-room. 
I don't know what happened on the balcony after 
that. 



CHAPTER XVI. 

" 5IAMMA," said Isabel, as we gathered in the hotel 
vestibule for the start ¢o Pompeii, " is really not fit to 
undertake it." 
" You'll excuse me, Aunt Caroline," remarked the 
Senator, " but your COlnplexion isn't by any means 
right yet. It's a warm day and a long drive. Just as 
likely as not you'll be down sick after it." 
" Stuff! " said Mrs. Portheris. "I thank my stars 
I bave got no enfeebled American constitution. I ara 
perfectly equal to it, thank you." 
" It's nost unwise," observed Mr. Mafferton. 
" Darned--I mean extremêly risky," sighed Dicky. 
rs. Portheris faced upon them. " And pray what 
do you know about it? " she demanded. 
Then momma put in ber oar, taking most unguard- 
edly a privilege of relationship. " Of course, you are 
the best judge of how you feel yourself, Aunt Caro- 
line, but we are told there are some steps to ascend 
when we get there--and you know how fteshy you are." 
In the instant of ominous silence which occurred 
while Irs. Portheris was gettlng her chln into the angle 
of its greatest majesty, Mr. Iafferton considerately 
200 
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walked to the door. When it was accomplished she 
looked at momma sideways and down ber nose, precisely 
in the manner of the late X[r. Du ]faurier's ladies in 
Punch, in the saine state of mind. She might have sat 
or stood to him. It n-as another idem realised. 
" That is the latest, the very latest Americanism 
which I bave observed in your conversation, Augusta. 
In your native land it may be admissible, but please 
understand that I cannot permit it tobe applicd to me 
personally. To English ears itis offensive, very offen- 
sive. Itis also quite improper for you to assume any 
familiarity with my figure. As you say, I may be aware 
of its corpulence, but nobody else--er--can possibly 
know anything about it." 
Momma was speechless, and, as usual, the Senator 
came to the rescue. He never will allow momma to be 
trampled on, and there was distinct retaliation in his 
manner. " Look here, aunt," he said, " there's nothing 
profane in saying you're fleshy when you are, you kno% 
and you don't need to remove so much as your bonnet 
strings for the general public to be aware of it. And 
when you corne to America don't you ever insult any- 
body by calling ber corpulent, which is a perfectly in- 
decent expression. Now if you won't go back to bed 
and tranquillise your mind--on a plain soda " 
"I won't," said [rs. Portheris. 
" De carriages is already," said the hem porter, glis- 
tening with an amiability of which we all appreciated 
the balm. And we entered the carriages--lX[rs. Por- 
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theris and the downcast Isabel and Mr. h[afferton in one, 
and momma, poppa, Dicky, and I in the other. :For no 
_A_merican would bave been sale in Mrs. lortheris's 
carriage for at least two hours, and this came home even 
to Ir. Dod. 
"Never again! " exclaimed momma as we rattled 
down among the narrow strcets that crowd under the 
Funicular railway. " :Never again will I call that 
woman Aunt Caroline." 
" Don't call hcr fleshy, my dear, that's what really 
irritatcd her," remarked the Senator. The Senator's dis- 
crimination, I have often noticed, is hot the nicest thing 
about him. 
]Iours and hours it seemed to take, that drive to 
I)ompcii. last the ambitious confectioner with his win- 
dow full of cherry pies, each cherry round and red and 
shining like a marble, and the plate glass dry-goods store 
where ready-made costumes were displayed that looked 
as if they might fit just as badly as those of Westbourne 
Grove, and so by degrees and always down bill through 
narrower and shabbier streets where all the women 
walked bareheaded and the shops were mostly turned 
out on the pavement for the convenience of customers, 
and a good many of them went up and down in wheel- 
barrows. _And often through narrow ways so high- 
walled and many-windowed that it was quite cool and 
dusky down below, and only a strip of sun showed far 
up along the roofs of one side. ttere and there a wheel- 
barrow went strolling through these streets too, and we 
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saw at least one Zamily marketing. From a llttle square 
window a prodlgious way up Calne, as we passed, a cry 
with custom in it, and a wheelbarrow paused beneath. 
Then down Zrom the window by a long, long tope slid 
a basket Zrom the hands og a young woman leaning 
out in red, and the vendor took the opportunity oZ sit- 
ring down on his barrow handle till it arrived. Soh]i 
and a piece oZ paper he took out oZ the basket and a 
cabbage and onions he put in, and then it went swing- 
ing upwards and he picked up his barrow again, and we 
rattled on and leZt him shouting and pushing his hat 
back--it was hot a soZt Zelt but a bowler--to look np 
at the other windows. In spire oZ the bowler it was a 
picturesque and :Neapolitan incident, and it leZt us nmch 
divided as to the contents oZ the plece oZ paper. 
" My idea is," said the Senator, " that the young 
woman in the red jersey was the hired girl and that note 
was what you might call a clandestine communication." 
" Since we are in :Naples," relnarked Mr. Dod, "I 
thlnk, Senator, your deduction is correct. Where we 
come Zrom a slavey wlth any selZ-respect would put her 
sentiments on a gilt-edged correspondence card in a 
scented envelope with a stamp on the outside and ask 
you to kindly drop it into the pillar box on your way to 
business; but this chlmes in with all you read about 
:Naples." 
" Perfectly rldiculous! " sald momma. " [ark my 
words, that note was either a list of vegetables wanted, 
or an intimation that if they weren't going to be fresher 
14 
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than the last, that man needn't stop for orders in future. 
And in a country as destitute of elevators as this one 
is I suppose you couldn't keep a servant a week if you 
didn't let her save the stairs somehow. :But I must say 
if I wcre going to bave cablmgc and onions the saine day 
I wouldn't like the neighbours to know it." 
I entirely agreed with momma, and was reflecting, 
while thcy talked of something else, on the injustice of 
considering ours the sentinental sex, when the Senator 
lcaned forward and advised me in an undertone to make 
a note of the nmrket basket. 
« \nd take rny theory to account for the piece of 
paper," said he; "your mother's may be the most likely, 
but mine is w]at the public will expect." 
And always the shadows of the narrow streets 
crooked in the end into a lttle plaza full of sun and 
beggars, and lemonade stands, and hawkers of wih| 
strawberries, and whin the great bank of a flower-stall 
stood just where the shadow ended sharply and the sun 
began, it made somcthing to rcmembcr. After that our 
way lay through a suburban parish fête, and we pursued 
it under strings and strngs of little glass lanter.ns, red, 
and green, and blue, that swung across the stree(s; aud 
there were goats and more children, and momma vainly 
endeavourcd to keep off the smells with ber parasol. 
Thcn.a rcgion of docks and toasts rising unexpectcdly, 
and many little iîsh shops, and a glitter of scales on the 
pavement, and dlsconnected coils of rope, and lounging 
men with earrings, and unkempt women with habits, 
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and above and over all the warn scent, standing still 
in the sun, of hemp, and tar, and the sca. 
« The city," said the Senator, casting his practised 
eye on a piece of dead wall that ran along the pavement, 
" is evidently in the turmoil of a general election, though 
you mightn't notice it. It's thc third time l've seen 
those posters 'Vva il Pre]ïétto! ' and 'Viva L'oppo- 
sizione !' That secms to be about all they can do, just 
s if we contented oursclves with yeHing "Iah for 
Iryan!' 'One more for :McKinley!' I must say if 
they haven't any more notion of business than that they 
don't either of 'em deserve to get therc." 
" In France," observed :Mr. Dod, " they stick up 
little handbills addressed to their ' chers concitoyens' as 
if voters were a lot of baa-lambs and willie-boys. 
makes enervating reading." 
" Young man," said poppa in a burst of feelng, 
" they say the American eagle might kecp her bcak shut 
with advantage, more than she does; but I tell you," 
and the Senator's hand came down hard on Dicky's 
knee, " a trip around Europe is enough to turn ber into 
a singing bird, sir, a singing bird." 
I don't get my imagination entlre]y rom momma. 
"Viva l Prefétto ! Vva Lopposizione ! " poppa re- 
peated pityini]y as anoflwr pair of posters came in slght. 
" We]l, it wont ever do the Government of taly any 
good, but I guess I'm with the Opposizone." 
The road grew empter and sandy whte, and con» 
merce orsook it but for here and there a little shop with 
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fat yellow bags, which vere the people's cheeses, hang- 
ilg in bladders at the door. Crumbled gateways began 
to appear, and we saw through them that the villa gar- 
dons inside ran down and dropped their rose leaves into 
the blue of the Mediterranean. We met the country 
peol?le going their wa)'s to town; they looked at us with 
friendly patronage, knowing all about us, what we had 
corne to see, and the foolishness of it, and especially 
the ridiculous cost of carozza that take people to Pom- 
peii. And at last, just as the sun and the jolting and 
the powdery white dust combined had instigated us all 
to suggcst to the Senator hov much better it would bave 
been to corne by rail, the ponies ruade a glad and jingling 
s-eep under the acacias of the Hôtel I)iomede, which is 
at the portals of Pompeii. 
It seemed a casual and a cheerful place, full of open 
doors and proprietary e,politans who might have been 
brothers and sisters-in-law, whose conversation we inter- 
rupted coming in. There had been domestic potations; 
a very fat lady, with a horn comb in ber hair, wiped 
liquid rings off the table with ber apron, removing the 
glasses, while a collarless maie person with an agreeable 
smile and a sort felt bat placed wooden chairs for us in 
a rov. Poppa knows no Italian, but they seemed to 
understand from what he said that we wanted things to 
drink, and brought us with surprising accuracy precisely 
what each of us preferred, lemonade or momma and 
me, and beverages consisting largely, though hot en- 
tlre]y, of soda water for the Senator and X[r. Dod. 
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While we refreshed ourselves, another, elderly, grizzled, 
and one-eyed, came and took up a position just outsidc 
the door opposite and sang a song of adventurous love, 
boxing his own ears in the chorus with the liveliest 
effeet. A further agreeable person w-aited upon us and 
informed us that he was the interpreter, he would every- 
thing explain to us, that this was a beggar man who 
wanted us to give him some small money, but there was 
no eompulsion if we did not wish to do so. I think he 
gave us that interpretation for nothing. The fat lady 
then produeed a large fan whieh she waved over us 
assiduously, and the eollarless man in the sort hat stood 
by to tender aid in any further emergeney, smiling upon 
us as if we were delieaeies out of season. Poppa bore 
it as long as he eould, and we all ruade an unsueeessful 
effort to appear as if we were quite aeeustomed to as 
mueh attention and more in the hotels of Ameriea; but 
in a very few minutes we knew all the disadvantages 
of being of too mueh importance. Presently the one- 
eyed man gave way to a pair of players on the flute and 
mandolin. 
" Look here," said poppa at this, to the interpreter, 
"you folks are putting yourselves out on out aeeount a 
great deal more than is neeessary. We are just ordi- 
nary travelling publie, and you don't need to enter- 
tain us with side shows that we haven't ordered any 
more than if we belonged to your own town. See?" 
:But the interpreter did hot see. tte bee]<oned instead 
to an engaging daughter of thé fat lady, who approaehed 



08 A ¥OYAGE OF CONSOLATION. 
modestly with a large book of photographs, which she 
opened before the Senator, kneeling beside his chair. 
" Great Scott! " exclaimed poppa, " I'm hot a 
crowned head. Rise, :Miss Diomede." 
Removing his cigar, he assisted the young lady t0 
ber feet and led ber to a sofa at the other end of the 
room, where, as they turned over the photographs to- 
gether, I heard him ask her if she objected to tobacco. 
" You may go," said momma to the interpreter, 
"and explain the scenes. :Mr. Wick will enjoy thcm 
much more if he understands them." The freedom from 
conventional restraint which characterises American 
society very seldom extends to maried gentlemen. 
We had to wait twe.nty minutes for the other party, 
on account of their Iritish objection to anybody's dust. 
Even 3Ir. [afferton looked quelled when they arrived, 
and Isabel luite abject, while :Mrs. Portheris wore that 
air of justification which no circumstance could impair, 
which was particularly ber own. She would hOt sit 
down. " It gives these people a claire on you," she 
said. " I did not corne here to run up an hotel bill, but 
to see Pompeii. Pompeii I demand to see." The play- 
ers on the flute and mandolin looked at :Mrs. Portheris 
consideringly and then strolled away, and the guide, 
with a sorrowful glance at the landlady, put on his bat. 
" I can explain you everything," he said with an in- 
flection that placed the responsibility for remaining in 
igorance upon our own heads, but :[rs. Portheris waved 
him away with hcr fan. " No," she said. " I beg that 
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this man shall not be allowed to inflict himself upon our 
party. I particularly desire to form my own impression 
of the historie city, that city that did so much for the 
reputation of Sir Henry ]3ulwcr Lytton. ]3esides, these 
people mount up ridiculously, and with servants at home 
on hall wages, and Consols in the state they are, one is 
really compelled to economise." 
It vas difficult to protest against Mrs. Portheris's 
rcgulations, and impossible to contravcne thcm, so I 
have nothing to report of that guide but his card, which 
bore the naine "Jkntonio Plicco," and his nlcmory, 
whieh is a blank. 
There was an aseent, and Mrs. Portheris mounted 
it proudly. I pointed out to poppa half-way up that 
his esteemed relative hadn't turned a hair, but he was 
inelined fo be ineredulous; said you eouldn't tell what 
was going on in the Department of the Interior. The 
Senator often uses a politieal referenee to earry him 
over a delieate allusion, l'lowering shrubs and bushes 
lined the path we elimbed, silent in the sunshine, dnstily 
deeorative, and at the top the turning of a key let us into 
a strange place. Always a strange place, however often 
the guide-books beat their iterations upon it, a place that 
leaps at hnagination, peering into other days through 
the mists that lie between, and blinds it with a rush of 
light--the place where they bave gathered together 
what was left of the dead Pompeiians and their world. 
There they lay before us for out wonderment as they 
tan, and tripped, and struggled, and fell in the night of 
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that day whcn they and the gods together were over- 
whehned, and they died as they thought in the end of 
rime. And through an open door Vesuvius sent up its 
eternal gentle woolly curl again the daylight sky, and 
vineyards throve, and birds sang, and we, who had sur- 
vived the gods, came curious to look. The figures lay in 
glass cases, and Dicky remarked, with unusual serious- 
ness, that it was like a dead-house. 
" Except," said poppa, " that in this mortuary there 
isn't over going to be an5%ody who can identify the re- 
mains. Whcn you corne to think of it--that's kind of 
hard." 
" :No chance of Chrlstian bural once you get into a 
museum," sad Dick with solicitude. 
" I should lke," remarked [rs. :Portheris, 10olsMng 
her pince ez to get a better vew of a mother and 
daughter ly]ng on ther faces. "I should like to see 
the clergyman cho would attempt it. These people 
were heathe, and richly deserved ther rate. Richly! " 
]Iomma looked at lier husband's Aunt Caroline with 
indignant scorn. " Do you really think so? " she asked, 
but we could all see that ber words were a very inade- 
quate expression for her emotions. Irs. 1)ortheris drew 
all the guns of lier orthodo.xy into line for battle. 
ara surl)rised " she began, and then the Senator 
politely but firmly interfered. 
"Ladies," he said, " 'De mortis si bon,cm,' whch 
is to say it isn't customary to s]ang corpses, espec]ally, 
as you may say, in their presence. I guess we can all 



A VOYAGE OF CONSOLATION. 211 

be thankful, anyhow, that heathen nowadays have got 
a cooler earth to lire on," and that for the moment was 
the end of it, but momma still gazed commiseratingly 
at the figures, with a suspicious tendency to look for 
ber handkerchief. 
" It's too terrible," she said. " We can actually ste 
their features." 
" Don't let thcm get on your nerves, Augusta," sug- 
gested poppa. 
" I won't if I can help it. But when you see their 
clothes and their hair and realise" 
" It happened over eighteen hnndred years ago, ny 
dear, and most of them got away." 
" That didn't make it any better for those who are 
now before us," and momma used ber handkerchief 
threateningly, though it was only in connection with ber 
lqose. 
" WelI now, Augusta, I hate to destroy an ilIusion 
like that, bccause they're not to be bought with money, 
but sincc you're dctermincd to work yourself up over 
these unfortunates, l've got to expose thcm to you. 
They're not the genuine remains you take thcm for. 
They're merc worthless imitations." 
« Alexandcr," said momma suspiciously, " you never 
hesitate to ramper with the truth if you think it will 
make me any more eonffortable. I don't believe you." 
" Ail right," returned the Senator; "when we get 
home you ask ]3ramley. It was ]3ramley that put me 
on toit. Whenever one of those Pompeii fellows 
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dropped, the ashes kind of caked over him, and in the 
course of time there was a hole where he had been. 
Sce? And what you're looking at is just a collection 
of those holes fillcd up with composition and thon dug 
out. :Mere holes! " 
" The illusion is dreadfully perfect," sighed more- 
ma. " Fancy d-ing likc a baked potato in hot ashes! 
Somehow, .oElcxandcr, I don't scem able to get over it," 
and momma gazcd with distressed fascination at the 
grim form of the ncgro porter. 
" Wc'vc got no proper grounds for comlng to that 
conclusion either," rcplicd poppa firmls". " Just as 
]ikely they were suffocated by the gas that came up out 
of the ground." 
" Oh, if I could think that! " momma exclaimed 
with relief. " But if I find you've been deceiving me, 
Alexander, l'll nevcr forgive you. It's too solemn!" 
" You ask Bramley," I heard the Senator reply. 
" And now corne and tell me if this ]oaf of bread some- 
body baked eighteen hundred and twenty something 
years ago isn't exactly the saine shape as the 'ap]es 
bakers are selling right now." 
" Daughter," said momma as she went, ,« I hope you 
are taking copious notes. This is the wonder of wonders 
that we behold to-day." I said I was, and I wandered 
over to where :[rs. Portheris examined with [r. Maf- 
ferton an egg that ws laid on the lst day of Pompeii. 
[rs. Portheris was asking [r. [afferton, in ber most 
impressive manner, if it was not too wonderful to bave 
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positive proof that fowls laid eggs then just as thcy do 
now; and I ruade a note of that too. Dicky and ]sabel 
bemoaned the rate of the immortal dog who still bites 
his flank in the pain extinguished so long ago. I hardly 
likcd fo disturb them, but I heard Dicky say as I passed 
that he didn't lnind much about thc humans, they had 
thcir chance, but this poor little old ts-ke was tied up, 
and that on the part of Providence was playing it low 
Thon wc all stcpped out into the empty strccts of 
Fompcii and Ir. laffcrton read to us imprcssively, 
from Murray, the younger Pliny's letter to Tacitus de- 
scribing its great disaster. The Scnator listened thought- 
fully, for Pliny goes into all kinds of intcrcsting details. 
"I havcn't much acquaintance with the classics," said 
he, as Blr. Mafferton finis]md, " but it strikes me that 
the modern New York newspaper was the medium to do 
that man justice. It's the nost remarkab]e case l've 
noticed of a good reporter born before lds time." 
"A terrible retribution," said Mrs. Portheris, look- 
ing severely at the Tavern of Phoebus, forever empty of 
wine-bibbers. " They worshipped Jupitcr, I understand, 
and other deties even less respectable. Can we wonder 
that a volcano was sent to destroy thcn One thing we 
may be quite sure of the city had only turned from 
its wickedness and embraced Christianity, thls never 
would have happened." 
[omma conlpresscd ber llps and then rclaxed them 
again to say, "I think that idea perfectly ridîculous." 
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I scented battle and hung upon the issue, but the Sena- 
for for the third time interposed. 
"Why no, Augusta," he said, "I guess that's a 
working hypothesis of Aunt Caroline's. tere's Vesu- 
vius smokin' away ever since just the saine, and there's 
:Naples with a bishop and the relics of Saint Januarius. 
You can read in your guide-book that whenever Vesu- 
vius has looked as if he meant business for the past few 
hundred years, the people of Naples have simply called 
on the bishop to take out the relics of Saint Januarius 
and walk 'cm round the town; and that's always been 
enough for Vesuvius. :Now the Pompeii folks didn't 
know a saint or a bishop by sight, and Jupher, as Aunt 
Caroline says, was never properly qualified to interfere. 
That's how it was, I presume. I don't suppose the peo- 
ple of :Naples take much stock in the laws of nature; 
they don't bave to, with Januarius in a drawer. And 
real estate keeps booming right along." 
" You have an extraordinary way of putting things" 
remarked hlrs. Portheris to her nephew. " Very ex- 
traordinary. :But I ara glad to hear that you agree with 
me," and she looked as if she did hot undcrstand mom- 
ma's acquiescent stalle. 
Me went our several ways to sec the baths, and the 
Comic Theatre, the bakehouse and the gymnasium; and 
I had a little walk by myself in the Street of Abundance, 
where the little empty bouses waited patiently on either 
side for those to return who had gone out, and the sun 
lay full on their floors of dusty mosaic, and their gar- 
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dens where nothing grew. It seemed to me, as it seems 
to everybody, that Pompeii was not dead, but asleel» , 
and her tints were so clear and gay that her dreams 
might be those of a ballet-girl. A solitary yellow dog 
chased a lizard in the sun, and the pebbles he knocked 
about ruade an absurdly disturbing noise. Beyond the 
vague tinted roofless walls that stretched over the pleas- 
ant little peninsula, the blue sea rippled tenderly, re- 
membering much delight, and the place seemed to stalle 
in its sleep. It was easy to understand why Cicero 
chose to bave his villa in the midst of such light-heart- 
edness, and why the gods, perhaps, decided that they 
had lent too much laughter to Ponpeii. I ruade free 
of the hospitality of Crnelius Rufus and sat for a while 
n his exedra, where he himself, in marble on a little 
pillar in the middle of the room, ruade me as welcome as 
if I had been a client or a neighbour. We considercd 
each other across the centuries, making mutual allow- 
ances, and spent the most sociable halt-hour. I take 
a personal interest in the city's disaster now--it over- 
whelmed one of my friends. 



CHAPTER XVII. 

ON the Lungarno in Florence, in the cool of the 
evening, wc walked together, the Senator, monture, 
Dicky, and I. Dicky radiated deprcssion, if such a 
thing is atluosphcrically possible; we a]l moved in it. 
ïir. Dod had bcen banished from the lPortheris part3" , 
and he groaned over the reflcction that it was his own 
fault. At Pompeii I had exerted myself in his interest 
to such an extent that [r. X[afferton detached himself 
from [rs. lPortheris and attached hilnself to momma 
for thc drive home. Little did I realise that one could 
bc too agrceable in a good cause. Dicky iusinuated him- 
self with difficulty into Ir. Mafferton's vacant place 
opposite Mrs. lPortheris, and even before the carriages 
startcd I saw that he was going to bave a bad rime. ]Ils 
own version of the experience was painful in thc ex- 
treme, and he representcd the climax as having occurred 
just as they arrived at the hotel. The unfortunate youth 
must bave been goaded to his rate, for his general atti- 
tude toward matters of orthodoxy was most discreet. 
" There is something Biblical," said [rs. lPortheris 
(so Dicky related), " that those lompeiian remains re- 
mind me of, and I cannot think what it is." 
216 
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"Lot's wife, mamnla? " said Isabel. 
"Quite right, my child--what a memory you have! 
That wretched WOlnan who stopped to look back at the 
city where careless friends and relatives were enjoying 
themselves, indifferent to thcir coming rate, in direct 
disobedience to thc conmmnd. Of course, shc turned to 
salt, and these people to ashes, but she must havc looked 
very much like them when the process was completed." 
That was Dicky's opportunity for restraint and sub- 
mission, but he seemcd to bave been physically unablc 
to take it. IIe rushed, instead, blindly to perdition. 
" I don't believe that yarn," he said. 
There was a moment's awful silence, during whîch 
I)icky said he counted his heart-beats and felt as if he 
had announced hilnself an atheist or a Jew, and then 
his sentence fell. 
" In that case, Mr. I)od, I nmst infer that you arc 
opposed to the doctrine of the complete inspiration of 
ttoly Writ. If you do hot believe in that, I shudder to 
think of what you may not believe in. I will say no 
more now, but after dinner I will be obliged to speak 
to you for a few minutes, privately. Thank you, I can 
get out without assistance." 
And after dinner, privately, I)icky learned that Mrs. 
lortheris had for some time been seriously considering 
the effect of his, to ber, painfully flippant views, upon 
the opening mind of ber daughter--the child had only 
been out six months--and that his distressing announce- 
ment of this nmrning left ber in no further doubt as to 
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ber path of duty. She wouhl always endeavour to bave 
as kindly a recollection of him as possible, he had really 
been very obliging, but for the t)resent she must ask him 
to make some other travelling arrangements. Cook, she 
believed, would always change one's tickets less ten per 
cent., but she wouhl leave that to ]ï)icky. And she 
hoped, she sincerely hoped, that time would ilnprove his 
views. When that was accomplished she trusted he 
would write and tell her, but hot before. 
" And while I'm getting good and ready to pass an 
examination in Noab, Jonah, and Methuselah," re- 
marked Dicky bitterly, as we discussed the situation on 
the Lungarno for the seventh time that day, " Maffer- 
ton sails in." 
" Vhy didn't you tell ber plainly that you wanted 
to marry Isabel, and would brook no opposition? " 
I demanded, for my stock of sympathy was getting 
IOW'o 
" Now that's a valuable suggestion, isn't it? " re- 
tured Mr. Dod with sarcasm. " Good old psychological 
moment that was, wasn't it? Talk about girls having 
tact! ]3esides, l've never told IsabeI herself yet, and 
I'm not the American to give in to the effete and decay- 
ing custom of asking a girl's poppa, or momma if it's a 
case of widow, first. Not Richard Dod." 
" What on earth," I exclaimed, " bave you been 
doing all this time? " 
" tgow go slow, [amle, and don't look at me like 
that. l've been trylng to make ber acquainted with 
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me--explaining the kind of fellow I am--getting sol:d 
with her. See'. " 
" Showing her the beauties of your character! " I 
exclaimed derisively. 
"I said something about the defects, too," said 
Dicky modestly, " though hot so lnuch. And I was gct- 
ring on beautifully, though it isn't so easy with an Eng- 
]ish girl. They don't seem to think it's proper to analyse 
your character. They're so maidenly." 
" And so unentcrprising," I said, but I said it to 
myself. 
" Isabel was actually benning to lead up to the 
s&ject," Dicky went on. " She asked me the other 
day if it was truc that all American men were flirts. In 
another week I should have felt that she would know 
what was proposing to her." 
" And you were going to wait another week? " 
" Vell, a man wants every advantage," said Dicky 
Llandly. 
" Did you explain to Isabel that you were only join- 
ing our party in the hope of meeting ber accidentally 
soon again? " 
" What else," asked he in pained surprise, "should 
I bave joined it for? :No, I didn't; I hadn't the chance, 
for one thing. ¥ou took the first train back to Rome 
next morning, you know. She wasn't up." 
" Truc," I responded. "Momma said not another 
hour of her husband's Aunt Caroline would she ever 
willingly endure. She said she would spend ber entire 
15 
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lire, if necessary, in avolding the woman." But Dieky 
1,ad hot followe¢I the drift of my thought. 
I added vaguely, "I hope shc will understand it" 
--I really couldn't be more definite--and bade Mr. Dod 
good-night, iIe held my had absent-mindcdly for a 
n,oment, and mentioncd the effectiveness of the Ponte 
Vecchio from that point of view. 
"I did't feel bound to change my tickets less ten 
per cent.," he said holcftlly , " and we're sure to corne 
across them early and often. In the meantime 5-ou 
might try and soften me a little--about Lot's wife." 
:Next day, in the Ufizzi, it was no surprise to meet 
the hliss :Binghams. We had a guilty consciousness of 
Iellow-citizenship as we recognised them, and did our 
best to look as if two weeks were quite long enough to 
be forgotten in, but they seemed charitable and forgiv- 
ing on thls account, said they had looked ont for us 
everywhere, and ltad we seen the cuttings in the Vati- 
{2an? 
" The statues, you know," exp]alned [iss Cora 
lindly, seeing that we did hot comprehend. " Marvel- 
lous--simp]y marvellous! We enjoyed nothing so much 
as the narble department. It takes it out of you though 
we were awfully doe afterwards." 
I wondered what Phidias would have sald fo the 
" cuttings," and whether the [iss Binghams imagined it 
a Briticism. It also occurred to me that oe shoult] never 
mix one's colloquialisms; but that, of course, did not 
prevent their coming round with us. I believe they 
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did it partly to diffuse their guide alnong a larger party. 
]Ie was hanging, as they came up, upon Miss Cora's 
reluctant earring, so to speak, and she was mechanically 
saying, " Yes! Yes! Yes!" to his representations. "I 
suppose," said she inadvertently, " there is no wav of 
preveding their giving one information," and after that 
when she hospitably pressed the guide upon us we felt 
at liberty to be unappreciative. 
I regret to write it of two maiden ladies of good 
:New York family, aud a knowledge of the world; but 
the Miss Binghams capitulated to Dicky Dod with a 
promptness and unanimity which would bave been very 
bad for him if nobody had been there to counteract its 
effects. He walked between them through the vesti- 
bules, absorbing a flow of tribute from each side with 
a complacency which his recent trying experiences ruade 
all the more profound. There was always a something, 
A[iss Nancy declared, about an American who had ruade 
his home in Englandyou could always tell. "In your 
case, Ir. Dod, there is an association of Bond Street. I 
can't describe it, but it is there. I hope you don't mind 
ny saying so." 
" Oh, no," said Dicky, "I guess it's my tailor. IIe 
lires in Bond Street; " but this was artless and not 
ironical. AIiss Cora went further. "I should bave 
taken Ir. Dod for an Englishman," she said, at which 
the miscalculated l[r. Dod looked alarmed. 
" Is that so? " he responded. " Then l'll book my 
passage back at once. l've been over there too long. 
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You see l've been kind of obliged to stay tor reasons 
connected with the £rm, but you ladies can take my 
word for it that when you get througla tlais sort of 
ridiculous veneer l've picked up you'll find a rcgular 
ll-wool-and-a-yard-wide city-of-Chicago American, aud 
l'm bound to ask you hot to forget it. This English 
way of talking is a thing that grows on a fellow uncon- 
sciously» don't you know. It wears off when you get 
lloule. »' 
At which Iiss Cora and Miss xNancy looked at each 
other smilingly and repeated " Don't you know" in de- 
risive echo, and we all felt that our young friend had 
becn too modest about his acquirements. 
" ]3ut we mustn't neglect our old masters," cried 
[iss Nancy as those of the £rst corridor began to slip 
past us on the walls, with no desire to intcrrupt. " What 
do you think of this Greek Byzantine style, [r. lVickt 
Somchow it doesn't seem to appeal to me, though wheth- 
er it's the flatness--or what--" 
" It is fiat, certainly," agreed the Senator, " but 
that's a very popular style of angel or Christmas cards 
--the more cxpensive kinds. Here, I suppose, we get 
the " " " 
original. 
" That is Tuscan school, slrmadam," put in the 
guide, " and hot angelSaint Cecilia. :Fourteen cen- 
tury, but we do hot know that artiss his naine. In the 
book you will see Cimabue, but it is hot Cimabue 
nnknown artiss." 
" Dear me! " cried momma. " St. Cecilla, of course. 
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Don't you remember ber expression--in the Cata- 
combs?" 
'" She's sweet, always and everywherc," said Bliss 
Cor, as we moved on, leaving the guide explaining St. 
Cecilia with his hands behind his back. " \nd you did 
go to Capri after all? :Now I wonder, ancy, if they 
had our experience about the oysters? " 
" A horrid little man! " cried momma. 
" Who showed you the way to the steamer----" 
" And hung around doing things the wholc endur- 
ing " " 
tlme, continued my parent, as Mark .oEntony's 
daughter turned ber head aside, and Drusus, the brother 
of Tiberius, frowned upon our passing. 
" tIe must have been our man! " cried both the 
Misses Bingham, with excitement. 
" In the manner of Taddeo Gaddi," interrupted 
guide, surprising us on the flank with a Holy Family. 
" All rlght," said the Senator. " Well, this fellow 
proposed to bring our party oysters on the stealner, ancl 
we took him, of course, for the steward's tout" 
" Exactly what we thought." 
" Since you are golng to tell the story, .klexander, 
I may remind you that he said they were tbe best in the 
world," remarked momma, with several degrees of frost. 
" My dear, the anecdote is yours. But you remem- 
ber I told him they wouldn't be in it with Blue Points." 
" :Now what," exclahned :[iss :Nancy, with excite- 
ment, " did he ask you for them? " 
" Three francs a head, Nancy, wasn't it, Mrs. Wick? 
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And you gave the order, and the man disappeared. 
And you thought he'd gone to get them; at least, we 
did. :Nancy here had perfect confidence in him. She 
said he had such dog-like eyes, and we were both per- 
fectly certain they would be served when the steamer 
stopped at the :Blue Grott(>--" iss Cora paused to 
smile. 
" :But they weren't," suggested momma feebly. 
" To, indeed, and hadn't the slightest intention of 
bcing." ]iiss :Nancy took up the talc. " :Not until we 
wcre taking off our gloves in the hotel verandah, and 
making up out minds to a good hot lunch, did those 
oystcrs appearexactly hall a dozen, and bread and 
butter extra! And we couldn't say we hadn't ordered 
them. And the lunch was only two francs tïfty, complet. 
:But we tclt we ought to content ourselves with the 
oystcrs, though, of course, you wouIdn't with gentle- 
men in your party. :Xow, what course did you pursue, 
Irs. Wick? " 
" eally" said momma distantly, " I don't remem- 
ber. I believe we had enough to eat. Surely that is 
litlle Ioses being taken from the bulrushes! How it 
adds to one's interest to reeognise the subjeet." 
"l?,y B. Luti," responded Iiss ney. "I lwpe he 
isn't very well known, for I never heard of him before. 
:No% there's a Domeniehino; I ean tell it erom here. 
I do love Domeniehino, don't you? " 
I suppose the Senator knew that momma didn't love 
Domcniehino, and would possibly be at a loss to sy 
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why; at all events, he remarked that, talking of Capri, 
ho hoped the ][iss Bingharas had not fclt as badly about 
inconveniencing the donkeys that took them to the top 
of the cliff as momma had. " Bits. Wick," he informed 
them, " rode an ass by the naine of ][ichael Angelo, per- 
fectly accustomed to the climate, and, do you believe 
it, she held ber parasol over that animal's head the 
whole way." At which everybody laughed, and more- 
ma, investcd with an original and amiable wcakncss, 
was appeased. 
" Of 5Iichclangclo we have not here much," said the 
guide paticntly. " Drawings yes, and one holy Family 
--magnificent[ But all in another room w'ich- " 
" :Now what :Bramley said about the Ufizzi was thls," 
continued the Senator. "'¥ou'll sec on those walls,' 
ho said, ' the best picture show in the world, both for 
pcdigree and quality of goods displayed. I'd go as far 
as to say thcy're all worth looking at, even those that 
bave becn presentcd to the institution. But don't you 
look at them,' Bramley said, 'as a wholc. You keep 
al| sour absorbing power or one apartment,' he said-- 
'the Tribune. You'l| want it.' Bramley gave me to 
undcrstand that it wasn't any use he didn't profess to 
bc able to describe Ms sublimer emotions, but whcn hc 
sat down in the Tribnne he had a sort of instinctive idca 
that he'd got the cream of ithe didn't want to go any 
further." 
We dccided, therefore, in spite of such minor attrac- 
tions as those of Niobe and ber daughters, at once fo 



226 A VOYAGE OF CONSOLATION. 
acheve the Tribune, fceling, as pOpla said, that it would 
be most unfortunate to bave our admiration all used up 
before we reached it. The guide led the way, and it 
was beguiled with the fascinating experience of the Iiss 
:Binghams, who had met Queen :Marguerite driving in 
the Villa :Borghese at Rome and had received a bow 
from ber :Majesty of which nothing would ever be able 
o deprive thenl. '" Of course we drew up to let ber 
pass," said Miss :Nancy, " and were careful hot to make 
oursclves in ay way conspicuous, merely standing up in 
the carriage as an ordinary mark of respect. And she 
looked charming, all in pink and white, with a faded old 
maid of honour that set her off beautifull', didn't she, 
Cora? And such a pretty stalle she gave us--they say 
she likes the better class of Americans." 
" Oh, we've nothing to regret about Rome," rejoincd 
Cora. " Even Peter's toe. I wouldn't have kissed it 
at the rime if the guide hadn't said it was really gupi- 
ter's. I was sure our dear vicar wouldn't mind mv kiss- 
ing Jupiter's toe. :But now I'm glad I did it in any case. 
t)eople always ask Sou that." 
When we arrived at the ]ittle octagonal treasure 
chamber Mr. Dod and :Miss Cora sat down together on 
one of the less conspicuous sofas, and I saw that Dicky 
-as already ,armed to confidence. Momma at once 
gave up ber soul to the young St. John, having had 
an engraving of it ever sînce she was a little girl, and 
the Sentor went so]emn]v from canvas to cnvas on 
tip-toe with a nfind equally open to Job and the Forna- 



A VOYAGE OF CONSOLATION. 227 

rina. tIe assured ]Iiss :Nancy and me that Bramley 
was perfectly right in thinking everything of the Trib- 
une, and with reterence to the Dancing Fawn, that it 
was worth a visit to see :SIichael Angelo's notion of exe- 
cuting repairs to statuary alone, tte gave the place the 
benefit ot his most serious attention, pulling his beard 
a good deal before Titian's Venus (which poppa always 
did in connection with this goddess, however, entirely 
apart from the merit of the painting) and obviously 
making allowances for her of Mediei on account of her 
great age. At the end of the hour we spent there it 
had the saine effect upon him as upon Colonel ]3ram- 
ley, he did hOt wish to go any further; and we parted 
from the ]Xliss ]3inghams, who did. As I said good-bye 
to l[iss Cora she gave my hand a subtly sympathetic 
pressure, whispered tenderly, " tIe's very nice," and 
roguishly escaped belote I could ask who was, or what 
difference it ruade. Having thought it over, I took the 
first opportunity of inquiring of Dicky how much of his 
private affairs he had unburdened to :Miss Cora. " Oh," 
said he, " hardly anything. She knows a former young 
lady friend of mine in Syracuse--we still exchange 
Christmas cardsand that led me on to say I thought 
of getting married this winter. Of course I didn't men- 
tion Isabel." 



CHAPTER XVlII. 

OUT O indulgence to Dicky we lingered in Florence 
three or our days longer than was at all convenient, 
considering» as thc Senator said» the amount of ground 
we had to covcr bcfore we could conscicntiously recross 
thc Channel. :But neither poppa nor momma were peo- 
ple to desert a fellow-eountryman in distress in foreign 
parts espeeially in view of this ones pathetie relianee 
upon out sympathy and support, as a family. We all 
did our best toward the distraction of what momma 
ealled lfis poor mind, though I eannot say that we were 
very sueeessful, tIîs poor mind seemed wholly taken 
up wîth one anticlpative idea, and whatever failed to 
minister to that he hadn't, as poppa sadly said, any use 
for. The cloisters of San Marco had no healing for 
spirit, and when we direeted his attention to the solitary 
palnting on the wall with which Fra Angelico ruade a 
shrine of each of its monastie eubic]es he merely re- 
marked tbat it was more than you got in most hotels, 
and turned joylessly away. Even the eharred stick that 
he]ped to martyr Savonarola left hin col& He said, 
indifferently, that it was on]y the natura] result of mi:- 
ing up politics and religion, and that certain Çhicago 
228 
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ministers who supported Bryan from the pulpit might 
well take warning. :But his words were apathetic; he 
did not really care whether those Chicago ministcrs wcnt 
to the stake or not. We stood him before the bronze 
gates of Ghiberti, and walked him up and down between 
rows of works in pietra dura, but without any perma- 
nent effect, and when he contemplated the consecrated 
residences of Cimabue and Cellini, we could see that 
his interest was perfunctory, and that out of the corner 
of his eye he really considered passing fiacres. I rcad 
to him aloud from « Ronola," and monma bought him 
an English and Italian washing book that he might keep 
a record of his camicie and his fazzoletti--it would be 
so interesting afterwards, she thought--while thc Scna- 
tor exerted hinself in the way of chcerful conversation, 
but it was very discouraging. Evcn when we dined at 
the fashionable open air restaurant in the Cascine, with 
no ]ess a person than Ouida, in a fluff of grey hair and 
black lace, at the next table, and the most dîstinguished 
galnblcr of the Italian aristocracy prcsenting a narrow 
back to us from the othcr side, he permitted poppa to 
compare the quality of the beef fillets unfavourably 
with those of New York in silenc% and drank his Chi- 
anti with a lack-lustre eye. 
Towards the end of the week, however, Dicky grew 
remorseful. " It's all very well," he said to me pri- 
vately, « for [rs. Wick to say that she could spend a 
lifctime in Florcnce, if the bouses only had a fcw mod- 
ern conveniences. I darcsay she could--and as for your 
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poppa, he's as patient as if thls vere a Washington hotel 
and he had a caucus every night, but it's as plain as 
Dante's nose that the Senator's dead sick of this city." 
" Dîcky," I said, " that is a reflection of your own 
state of mind. Poppa is willing to take as much more 
]otticelli and Filippo Lippi as it may be necessary to 
give him." 
" Oh, I know he wold," Dicky admitted, "but he 
isn't as young as he was, and I should hate to feel I was 
imposing on him. ]esîdes, I'm beginning to conclude 
that they've skipped Florence." 
So it came to pass that we departed for Venice ne 
¢]ay, tarring one night at ]ologna. We had cut a day 
off Boloa for Dicky's sake, but the Senator could hot 
be persuaded to sacrifice it altogether on account of ifs 
vell known manufacture, into the conditions of which 
he wlshed to inquire. The shops, as we drove to the 
hotel, seemed to expose nothing else for sale, but poppa 
said that, in spite of the local consumption, it had cer- 
tainly fallen off, and, as an oflïcial representative of one 
of ts great rivals in the west, he naturallv felt a com- 
punctious interest in the state of the industry. The 
hotel had a little courtyard, with an orange tree in the 
middle and palms in pots, and we came down the wide 
narble stairs, past the statues on the landing, and the 
paintîngs on the walls, to 6nd dinner laid on round 
tables out there, I remember. A note of momma's 
occurs here to the effect that there is a great deal too 
much fine art in Italian hotels, with a refercnce to the 
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fact that the one at Naples had the xvhole of Pompeii 
painted on the dining room walls. She considers this 
practice embarrassing to the public mind, which has 
no way of knowing whether to admire these things or 
hot, though personally we boldly decided to scorn them 
all. This, however, bas nothing to do with poppa and 
the commercial traveller. We knew he was a coln- 
racrcial traveller by the way he put his toothpick in his 
pocket, though poppa said afterwards that he was not 
exceptionally cndowed for that line of business. He 
was dining at our table, and by his gratified manncr 
whcn we sat down, it was plaln that he could speak Eng- 
lish and would be very pleased to do so. Poppa, know- 
ing that his time was short, began at once. 
" You belong to Bologna, sir'. " he inquired with 
his fil'st spoonful of soup. :For some reason it seelns im- 
possible to address a stranger at a table d'hôte, belote 
the soup takes the baldness off the situation. 
The gentleman smiled. He had a broad, open, 
amiable, red face, with a short black beard and a round 
head eovered with thiek hair in eurls, beautifully parted. 
" I do hot thlnk I belong," he said; " my house of busi- 
ness, it is at Milan, and I am born at Finalmarina. But 
I eome much to Bologna, yes." 
" Where did you say you were born? " asked the 
Senator. 
" Finalmarina. ¥ou did hot go to there, no? I ara 
sorrv." 
" It does seem a pity," replied poppa, "but we've 
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bccn obligcd to pass a considerable number of your 
commercial centres, sir. This city, I presume, bas large 
rmnufacturing interests? " 
" Oh, yes, I sut)pose. You 'ave seen that San I)e - 
tronio, you cannot he]p. Very enorm'! :More big than 
San Pcter ia Rome. But hot complete slnce ourteenth 
ccntury. In America you 'are nothing unfinish, is it 
hot? " 
" Far as that goes," said pOlOpa , "we general|y man- 
age to complote our contracts wlthin the year; as a rul% 
I may say within the building season. But I bave seen 
one or two Roman Catholic churches left with the scaf- 
folding hanging round the ceiling for a good deal longer, 
the altar all fixed up too, and public worship going on 
just as usual. It seems to be a way they bave. Vcll, 
sir, I knew ]ologna, by reputation, better than any other 
Italian city, for years. ¥our local manufacture did the 
business. .'ks a boy at school, there was nothing I was 
more fond of for my dinner. Thirty years ago, sr, the 
intcrest was crcated that brngs me here to-day." 
The commercial traveller bowed with much gralifica- 
tion. In the meantime he had loresented a card to 
momma, which informed ber that Ricardo ]ellini rel)re- 
sented the firm of Isapetti and Co., M:ilan, Artifical 
Flowers and Lace. 
" Thirty years, that is a long time to remember 
Bologna, I cannot say that thirty years I remember 
York. ¥ou vill hot believe! " He was obviously hot 
more than twenty-five, so this was vastly humorous. 
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" Twenty years, yes, txventy years I will say! And have 
you seen San Stefano? Seven churches in ont! Also 
the most old. And having forty Jcrusalem martyrs." 
" Forty vould go a long way in relics," the Scnator 
observed with discouragement, " but my remarks had 
reference to the Bologna sausage, sir." 
" Sausage--ah! mortadella--yes thcy make hcre [[ 
belicve." [Mr. I3cllini held up his knife and fork to 
enablc his plate to be changed and looked darkly at thc 
succeeding course. " [But every Italian cannot like that 
dish. I eat him never. You wil[ hot find in this hotel 
no." His manner indicated a personal hostility to the 
]Bologna sausage, but the Senator did not seem to no- 
tice it. 
" You don't say so! Local consumption going off 
too, eh? ]qoxv hoxv do you explain that? " 
[Mr. Bellini shrugged his shoulders. " It is much 
eat by the poor people. They will always have that 
mortadella ! " 
" That looks," said the Senator thoughffully, " like 
the production of an inferior article. But hot neces- 
sarily, not necessarily, of course." 
" Bologna it is very ecclesiastlc." ]Ir. ]]ellini ad- 
dressed my other parent, recovering a stalle. " We bave 
loroduced here six popes. It is the faine of Bologna." 
" You seem to think a great deal of producing popes 
in Italy," nomma replied cold]y. "I should conider 
it a terrible responsibility." 
" :Now do you suppose," said poppa confidentially, 
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" that the idea ot trichinosis had anything to do with 
slackening the demand." 
Sir. Bellini threw his head back, and loassionately 
replaced a section ot biscuit and cheese in the middle of 
his plate. 
"I know nosslng, any more than you! Vhy -ou 
seeak me always that tologna sausage! Ptzienza! 
"What is it that sausage to make the agreeable conversa- 
tion ! " 
" Sir," exclaimed the Senator with astonishment and 
equal heat, "you don't seem to be aware of it, but at 
one time the Bologna sausage ruled the world! " 
Sir. Bellini, however, could evidently not trust him- 
self to discuss the matter urther. He rose precipitatcly 
with an outraged, impersonal bow, and let the table, 
abandoning his biscuit and cheese, his hal finished 
bottle ot Rudesheimer and the flgs that were to ollow, 
with the indifference ot a lotty nature. 
" I'm sorry I spoiled his dinner," said poppa with 
concern, " but if a Bologna man can't talk about ]o- 
]ogna sausages, what can he talk about? " 
It ruade the Senator reticent, though, as to sausages 
of any. kind, with the other commercial traveller--the 
hotel was full of them, and we round it very entertain- 
îng after the barren dining rooms of southern Ital' 
with whom we breakfasted. ]-Ie spoke to this one ex- 
clusively about the architectural and historic features 
of the city, in a manner which forbade any approach 
to gastronomic themes, and while the second commercial 
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traveller rcgardcd hiln with great respect, it nmst bc 
confesscd that the conversation languished. Dicky 
might have helped us out, but Dicky was following his 
usual custom of having rooms in ont hotel and cover- 
ing as many others as possible with his lneals, in thc 
hope of an accidcntal meeting. This was excellent as 
a distraction for his mind, but since it occasionally led 
hiln into three déjeuners and two dinncrs, rather bad, 
we feared, for other parts of him. IIe had confided his 
design to nie; he intended, on meeting Isabel's eye, to 
turn very pale, abruptly terminate his repast, ask for his 
bat and stick, and walk out with eonspieuous agitation. 
_As to the course he meant to pursue afterwards he was 
vague; the great thing was to make an impression upon 
Isabel. We differed about the nature of the impressiou. 
Dieky took it for granted that she would be profoundly 
affeeted, but he ruade no allowanee for the way in whieh 
lnaternal vigilance like that of 3Irs. Portheris ean dis- 
courage the imagination. 
Poppa ruade two furflmr attempts to inform himself 
upon the leading manufaeturing interest of Bologna. 
tic inquired of the padrone, who was pleased to hear 
that Bologna had a leading manufaeturing interest, and 
when my parent asked where he eould sec the proeess, 
pointed out several-shops in the Piazza lIagglore. One 
of these the Senator visited, note-book in hand, and was 
shown with great alaerity every variety of ortadella, 
from delieaeies the size of a finger to mottled concep- 
tions as thiek as a small barrel. Ite round a diflqeulty 
16 
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in explanng, however, even with an Italian phrase 
book that it was the manufacture only about which he 
was curious, and that admirable as the result might be 
he did hot wish to buy any of it. Vhen the latter fact 
£nally ruade itself plain, the proprietor became truculent 
and gave us, although he spoke no English, so vvid 
an idca of the inconsistency of our presence in his prem- 
iscs, that we rctired in all the irritation of the well- 
nmaning and misunderstood. The Scnator, howcver, 
who had absolutc con£dcnce in his phrase book, saw a 
deeper significance in the remarkable unwillingness of 
the people of Bologna to expatiate upon the feature 
which lmd given tlwm faine. " The act is," said he 
gloomily, restoring his note-book to his inside pocket as 
'e entered the terra-cotta doorway of St. Catarina 
" they're hot anxious to let a stranger into the know o 
it." And this conviction remaining with him still in- 
spires the Senator with a contemptuous pity for the 
porcine nmthods of a people who refuse to submit tlmm 
to the light of day and the observation o the world at 
large. 



CHAPTER XIX. 

So far, momma said she had every reason o be 
pleased with the effect on her miml. About the Sena- 
tor's she would not conmlit herself, beyond saying that 
we had a great deal to be thankful for in that his health 
hadn't suffered, in spite of the indigestibility of that 
eternal French twist and honey that you were obliged 
on the Continent to begin the day with. She hoped, 
I think, that the Senator had absorbed other things 
beside the French twist equally uuconsciously, with 
beneficial results that would appear later. I[e said him- 
self that it was well worth anybody's while to make the 
trip, if ouly lu order to be better satisfied with America 
for t-he rest of his life, but why people belonging to the 
United States and the nineteenth century should waut 
to spend whole summers in the lIiddle Ages he failcd to 
understand. Both my parents, however, looked forward 
to Venice with enthusiasm, l[omma expected it to be 
the realization of all her dreams, and poppa decided 
that it must, at all events, be unique. It couldu't bave 
any Arno or any Campagna in the nature of things-- 
that would be a change--and it was not possible to the 
hulnan mind, however sophistlcated, with a livelong 
237 
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e.xpcrlence of street cars and herdics, to stroll up and 
takc a seat in a gondola and know exactly what would 
happen, whcre the rare-box was and evcrything, and 
vhcther thcy took Swiss silvcr, and if a gentlcman h a 
crowded gondo]a was cxpectcd to gve up his seat to a 
lady and stand. Poppa, as a strange and unaccustomed 
to thc motion, hoped this would not be the case, but 1 
knew him well enough to prcdict that if it were so he 
would vindicate American gallantry at all risks. 
Thus if was that, from the molnent momnm put her 
head out of the car window, after :Mestre, and exclailned, 
" It's getting wateryer and wateryer," Venice was a 
source of the completest joy and satisfaction to both my 
parents. Dicky and I took it with the more moderate 
appreciation natural to our years, but if gave us the 
greatest pleasure to watch the simple and unrestrained 
delight of momma and poppa, and to revert, as it were, 
in their experience, to what our own enjoyment might 
bave been had we been born when they were. " No 
express agents, no delivery carts, no baggage checks," 
murmured poppa, as our trunks glided up to the hotel 
steps, "but if gets there all the same." This was the 
keynote of his admiration--everything got there all the 
saine. The surprise of it was repeated every time any- 
thing got there, and was only dashed once when we saw 
brown-paper parcels being delivered by a boy at the 
back door of the Palazzo ]3albi, who had evidently 
walked all the way. The Senator commented upon that 
boy and his groceries as an inconsistency, and there- 
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after carefully closed his eyes to the fact that cven our 
own hotel, which faced upol the Grand Canal, had com- 
munications to the rear by which its guests could ex- 
plore a large part of connnercial Vcnice without going 
in a gondola at all. The canals were the only highways 
he would recognise, and he went three times to St. 
:5[aria della Salute, which was immediately opposite, 
for the sake of crossing the street in the Venetian way. 
:Momma became really hopeful about the stimulus to his 
imagination; she told him so. " It appeals to you, 
Alcxander," she said. "Its poetry cornes home to you 
--you needn't deny it; " and poppa cordially admitted 
it. " Yes," he said, " Ruskin, according to the guide- 
book, doesn't seem as if hc could say too much about 
this city, and ]3ranllcy was just thc saine. Thcy're both 
right, and if we wcre going to bc herc long enough I'd 
bc like that myself. There's sonlething about it that 
makes you willing to take a lot of trouble to describe it. 
There's no use saying it's the canals, or the reflections 
in the water, or the bridges, or the pigeons, or the gar- 
goyles, or the gondolas- " 
" Or Salviati, or Jesurtrm," said momma, in lightcr 
rein. 
" ¥our memory, Augusta, for the names of old mas- 
tors is perfectly wonderful," continued poppa placidly. 
" Or Salviati, or Jesurum, or what. :But there's a kind 
of local spell about this place--" 
" There are various kinds of local smells," inter- 
ruptcd Dicky, whom rs. lortheris still evaded, but 
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this levity rcceived no cncouragement from the Senator. 
/-Ie said instead that he hadn't noticed them himself. 
:For his part he had colne to Venice to use his eyes, hOt 
his nose; and Dicky, thus discouraged, faded visibly 
upon his stem. 
I could see that poppa was still strongly under the 
influence of the Venetian sentiment when he invited me 
to go out in a gondola with him after dinner, and point- 
edly neglected to suggest that either raomma or Dicky 
should corne too. I had a presentiment of his intention. 
If I have seemed, thus far, fo omit ail reference to 3[r. 
Page in Boston, since we ]eft Paris, it is, first, because 
:I believe it is hot considered necessary in a book of trav- 
els to account for every hall hour, and second, because 
t privately believed him to be in correspondence with 
thc Senator the whole time, and hesitated to expose lais 
duplicity. I had given poppa opportnnities for confess- 
ing this clandestine business, but in his paternal wisdom 
he had not taken them. I was not prepared, therefore, 
to be very responsive when, froln a mere desire to in- 
dulge lais sense of tbe fitness of things, poppa endeav- 
our«l- to probe my sentinlents with regard to Nf. Page 
by moonlight on the Grand Cnal. To begin with, I 
wasn't sure of theln--so mueh depended upon what 
Arthur had been doing; and besicles, I felt that the per- 
fect confidence whieh should exist between father and 
danghter had already been a good deal damaged at the 
paternal end. So when poppa said that it nust seem 
to laie like a dream, so lnllch had happened sinee the 
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day momma and I left Chicago at twcnty-four hours' 
notice, six weeks ago, I said no, for xny part I had felt 
pretty wide awake all the time; a person had to bc, 
I ventured to add, xvith no more time to waste upon 
Southern Europe than we had. 
" You mean you've becn sleeping pretty badly," 
said the Senator sympathetically. 
" Wherc was it," I inquired, " you would give us 
pounded crabs and cream for supper after we'd becn to 
hear masses for the repose of somebody's soul  That was 
a bad night, but I don't think l've had any others. On 
the contrary." 
" Oh, well," said poppa, " it's a good thing it isn't 
undermining your constitution," but he lookcd as if it 
were rather a disappointment. 
" The American constitution can stand a lot of trans- 
portation," I remarked. " ]Railways live on that fact. 
l've heard you say so yourself, Senator." 
Then there xvas an interval during which the oars 
of the gondoliers dipped musically, and the moon made 
a golden pathway to the marble steps of the Pa]azzo 
Cntarina. Then poppa said, " I refer to the object of 
our tour." 
" The object of our tour wasn't to undcrmine my 
constitution," I replied. "It was to write a book 
don't you remember. ]3ut it's some time since you ruade 
any suggestions. If you don't look out, the author of 
that volume will practica]ly be momma." 
The Senator allowed himself to be diverted. " I 
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thlnl," he said, "you'd better leave the chaptcr on 
Venice to me; you can't just talk anyhow about this 
eity. l'll write it one o£ these nights before I go to 
bcd. 
" ]3ut the main reason," he contiued, " that sent 
us to glide this minute over the canal system of the 
ride of the Adriatic was the necessity of bracing you 
up after what you'd been through." 
" Well," I said, "it's been very successful. I'm all 
braced up. I'm glad we bave had such a good excuse 
for coming." .k fib is sometimes necessary to one's self- 
respect. 
"Premé!" crled the gondolier, and we shaved past 
thc gondola of a solitary gentleman just leaving the 
stcps of the Hotel Britanna. 
" That was a shave! " poppa exclaimcd, and added 
somcvhat inconsequçntly, "¥ou mlght just as well hot 
speak so loud. 
" l've always liked Art2"," he continued, as we 
glided on. 
" So bave I," I returned cordially. 
"tte's in many ways a lovely fellow," said poppa. 
"I guess he is," said I. 
"I don-t believe," ventured my parent, " that his 
matrimonial ideas have cooled down any." 
" I hope he may marry well," I said. « 1:las he de- 
cided on lVrankie Turner?" 
" IIc has corne to no decision that you don't know 
about. Of course, I bave no dcsire to interfere where 
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it isn't any of my business, but if you wish to gratify 
your poppa, daughtcr, you will obey him in this marrer, 
and permit Arthur once more to--to come round evcn- 
ings as he used to. tIe is a young nmn of moderate in- 
corne, but a very level head, and it is the wish of my 
hcart to see you reconciled." 
" Sorry I can't oblige you, poppa," I said. I cer- 
tainly xvas hot going to bave any reconciliation effectcd 
by poppa. 
O ' 
" You'd better just considcr it, daughter. I d_n t 
want to interferebut you know my desire, my com- 
nland." 
" Senator," said I, "you don't seem to remise that 
it takcs more than a gondola to make a paternal Doge. 
l've got.to ask you to remember that I was born in 
Chieago. And it's my bed time. Gondolicr! Albcr9o! 
Andate presto! " 
" tIe seems to undcrstand you," said poppa mcekly. 
So we dropped Arthur--dropped him, so to speak, 
into the Grand Canal, and I really felt eallous at the 
tilnc as to whether he should ever eome up again. 
But the Senator's joy in Veniee round other means 
of expressing itself. One was an aetlve and disinter- 
csted appeal to the gondollers to be a little less modern 
in their costmne, tIe approaehed this subjcet through 
the guide with every gondolier in turn, and the smiling 
impassiveness with whieh his suggestions were reeeived 
still causes him wonder and disgust. "I presume," he 
rcmonstrated, "you think you earn your living because 
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tourists have got to get Zrom the Accademia to St. 
Iark's, and from St. :Mark's to the Bridge oZ Sighs, 
but that's only a quarter of the reason. The other three- 
qmrters is because they like to be rowed there in gon- 
dolas by the gondolicrs they've read about, and the gon- 
doliers they've read about wore proper gondoliering 
clothes--they didn't look like East River loafers." 
" They are poor men, these gondoleri," remarked 
the guide. " They cannot afford." 
"I ara hot an inZant, my Zriend. I'm a business 
man Zrom Chicago. It's a business proposition. Put 
your gondoliers into the styles they wore when Andrea 
Dandolo went loting Const,ntinople, and you'll double 
your tourist traific in rive years. Twice as many people 
wanting gondolas, wanting guides, wanting hotel ac- 
commodation, buying your coloured glass and lace 
flounces--why, Great Scott! it would pay the city to 
do the thing at the public expense. Then you could 
pass a by-law forbidding gondoliering to be done n any 
style later than the fifteenth century. Pay you over 
and over again." 
Poppa was in earnest, he wnted it done. tte was 
only dissuadcd from taling more active measures to 
make his idea public by the fact that he couldn't stay 
to put it through, tic was told, o course, how the 
plain black gondola came to be enforced through the 
extravagance oZ the nobles who ruined themselves to 
bave splendd ones, and how the Venetians scrupled 
to depart from a historie mandate, but he cousidered 
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thls a feeble argument, probably perpctuated by sonic- 
body who enjoyed a monopoly in supplying Venice with 
black paint. "' Circumstances alter cases," he dcclared. 
" If that old Doge knew that the P. and O. was going 
to run direct between Venice and Bolnbay every fort- 
night this year, he'd tell you to turn out your gondolas 
silver-gilt ! " 
:Neverthelcss, as I soEv, the Senator's views were 
coldly received, with one exception. k highly pic- 
turesque and intelligent gondolier, whom the guide 
sought to convert to a scnse of the anachroliisnl of his 
clothes in connection with liis calling, proniised that if 
we would give him a definite engagement for next day, 
he would appear suitably clad. The following morning 
he awaited us with honest pridc in his Sunday apparel, 
which included violently checked trousers, a liard fclt 
hat, and a large pink rie. The Senator paid him hur- 
rie,llv and handsomely and dismissed llim with as little 
injury to his feelings as was possible under the circum- 
stances. " Tell him," said poppa to the guide, " to go 
home and take off those pants. And tell him, do you 
understand, to rush! " 
That saine day, in the afternoon, I remcmber, wlien 
we were disembarking for an ice at :Floriall'S, momnm 
directed out attention to two gentlemen in an approa«h- 
ing gondola. « Tliere's something about that man," she 
said impressively, ci mean the one in the duster, that 
belongs to the reign of Louis Philippe." 
" Thcre is," I responded; " we saw him last in the 
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:Petit Trianon. It's :Mr. labbley and :Ir. tIinkson. 
Ewo more Eransat]antic fellow-travellers. Senator, 
when we meet them shall ve greet them? " 
Ehe Senator had a moment of self-expostulation. 
" Well, no," he said, "I guess hot. I don't suppose 
we need feel obliged to keep up the acquaintance of 
ever] American we corne across in :Europe. It would 
take us all our time. ]ut I'd like to ask him what use 
he finds or a duster in Venice. 
" ttow I wish the B[isses ]ingham could hear you," 
I thought, but onc should never annoy one's parents un- 
necessarily, so I kcpt my reflections to myself. 



CHAI)TER XX. 

rrttAT last day in Venice we went, I remember, to 
the Lido. Nothing happened, but I don't like lcaving it 
out, because it was the last day, and the next best thing 
to lingering in Venice is lingering on it. We wcnt in 
a steamboat, under protest from poppa, who said it might 
as well be Coney Island until we got there, when he 
admitted points of difference, and agreed that if people 
had to corne all the way out in gondolas, ccrtaiu existing 
enterprises might as well go out of business. The steam- 
er was full of Venetians, and we saw that they were 
charming, though momma wishes it to be understood 
that the modern [Portia wears ber bodice cut rather too 
low in the neck and gazes nmch too softly at the modern 
]assanio. Poppa and I thought it mere amiability that 
scorned to conceal itself, but momma referred toit other- 
wise, admitting, however, that she round it fascinating 
to watch. 
We seemed to disembark at a restaurant permanent 
among flowing waters, so prominent was this feature of 
the island, but it had only a roof, and presently we 
noticed a little grass and some bushes as well. The 
verdure had quite a novel look, and we decided to dis- 
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courage the casuaI person who wished to sell us strange 
and uncertified shell fish from a basket for immediate 
consumption, and follow it up. 
Dicky was of opinion that we might arrive at the 
vegetalle gardens of Venice, but in this we -ere dis- 
appointed. We came instead fo a street-car, and hall a 
mlle of arbour, aud all the Venetians pleasurablj.', pre- 
paring to take carriage exercise. The horses seemed fo 
like the idea of giving it to them, they were quite light- 
heart(,d, one of them actul]y pawed. They were the 
only horses in Venice, they felt their dignity and their 
rcsponsibility in a way foreign to animals in the public 
service, anywhere else in the world. Personal]y we 
would bave prcferred to walk to the other end of the 
arbour, but it would bave seemed a slight, and, as the 
Senator said, we weren't in Venice to hurt any- 
body's feelings that belonged there. It would have 
been extravagant too, since the steamboat ticket 
încluded the drive at the end. So we struggled 
anxiously for good places, and proceeded to the other 
side with much circumstance, enjoying ourselves as 
hard as possible. Dicky said he never had such a good 
time; but that was because he had exhausted Venice 
and his patience, and was going on to Verona next 
day. 
The arbour and the grass and the street-car track 
ended slmrply and all together at a raised wooden walk 
that led across the sand to a pavîllon hanng over the 
Adriatic, and here we sat and watched other Venetians 
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disporting themselves in the water below. They were 
glorious creatures, and they disportcd thelnselves nobly, 
keeping so well in view of the pavillon and such a steady 
eye upon the spectators that poppa had an ilnpulsive 
desire to feed theln with lnacaroons. Ite decided hot 
to; you never could tell, he said, what might be consid- 
ered a liberty by foreigners; but he had a hard struggle 
with'the temptation, the aquatic accoml)lishmcnts we 
saw were so deserving of reward. I had the misfortune 
to lose a little pink rose overboard, as it were, and Dieky 
looked seriously annoyed when an amphibious young 
Venetian caught it between his lips. I don't know 
why; he was one of the most attractive on view, hut I 
bave often noticed Turkish tendencies in Dicky where 
his eountry-women are eoneerned. We came away 
almost immediately after, so that rose will bloom in mg 
memory, until I forget about it, among romances that 
might have been. 
Strolling back, we bought a Venetian secret for a 
sou or two, a beautiful little secret, I wonder who first 
round it out. A picturesque and fishy smelling person 
in a sort felt hat sold it to us--a pair of tiny dainty 
dried sea-horses, "mère " and "père " he called them. 
_And there, ail in the curving poise of their little heads 
and the twist of their little tails, was revealed half the 
art of Venice, and we saw how the first glass worker 
came to be told to make a sea green dragon climbing 
over an amber yellow bowl, and where the gondo]a bor- 
rowed its grace. They moved us to unanimous enthusi- 
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asm, and wc utterly refused to let Dicky put ont in his 
button-hole. 
It is looking back upon Vcnice, too, that I see the 
paternal figure of the Senator nourishing the people 
with octolmses. This may seem improbable, but it is 
str]ctly truc. They were small octopuses, hot nearly 
large enough to kill anybody while they were .alive, 
though boiled and pickled they looked very deadly. 
]'ink in colour, they stood in a barrel near the entrance, 
I remember, of Jesurmn's, and attracted the Senator's 
inquring eye. When the guide said tbey -ere for 
hmnan consumption poppa looked at him suspiciously 
and offercd him one. tic are it with a promptness and 
artistic despatch that fascinated us all, gathering it up 
by its limp long legs and taking bites out of it, as if it 
were an apple. A one-eyed man who hooked pausing 
gondolas up to the slippery steps offered to show how 
it should be donc, and other performers, all skilled, 
seemed to rise from the stones of the pavement. Poppa 
invited them all, by pantomime, to wall up and have 
an octopus, and when the crowd began to gather from 
the side alleys, and the enthusiasm grew too promiscu- 
ous, he bought the barrel outrigbt and watched the 
carnival from the raiddle of tbe canal, tte often speaks 
of his enjoyment of the Venetlan octopus, eaten in cold 
blood, withont pepper, sait, or vlnegar; and the effect, 
when I ara hot there, is awe-stricken. 
Next mornlng we took a gondola for the station, and 
sllpped through the gold and opal silence of the dawn 



A VOYAGE OF CONSOLATION. 251 

on the canals away from Venice. No one was up but 
the sun, who did as he liked vith the façades and the 
bridges in the water, and ruade strange lovelinesses in 
narrow darkling places, and showed us things in the 
calli that we did hot know were in the world. The Sena- 
tor was really depressing until he gradually lightened 
his spirits by working out a scheme for a direct line of 
steamships between Venice and :New York, to be bascd 
on an agreement with the Venctian municipality as to 
garments of legitimatc gaicty for the gondolicrs, thc 
re-nomination of an annual Doge, who should be com- 
pelled to wear his robes whenever he went out of doors, 
and the yearly resurrection of the ancient ceremony of 
marrying Venice to the Adriatic, during the months of 
July and August, when the tide of tourist trafiïc sers 
across tlle Atlantic. "We should get every school 
ma'am in the Union, to begin with," said poppa con- 
fidently, and by thc tinle we reached Verona he had 
floated the company, launched thc tïrst ship, arrived in 
Venice with full orchestral accompaniment, and dined 
the imitation Doge--if he couldn't get Umberto and 
Crispi--upon clam chowder and canvas-backs to the sol- 
emn strains of Hail Columbia playcd up and down the 
Grand Canal. " If it could be worked," said poppa as 
we descended upon the platform, " I'd like to have thc 
Pope telephone us a blcssing on the banquct." 

17 



CHAPTER XXI. 

IT was the middle of the afternoon, and momma, 
having spent the morning among the tombs of the 
Scaligeri, was lying down. The Scaligeri somehow had 
got on lier nerves; there were so many of them, and the 
panoply of their individual bones was so imposing. 
" Daughter," she had said to me on the way back 
to the hotel, " if you point out another thing to me 
I'll slap you." In that frame of mind it was always best 
fo let molmna lie down. The Senator had letters fo 
write; I think he wanted to communicate his Venetian 
steamship idea fo a man in [inneapolis. Dieky had 
already been round to the Itotel di Londres--we were 
at the Colomba--and had round nothing, so when he 
asked me to corne out for a walk I prepared to be steeped 
in despondency. An unsuccessful love affair is a severe 
test of friendship; but I went. 
If was as I expected. Having secured a spectator 
to wreak his gloom upon, X[r. Dod proceeded to make 
the most of the opportunity, ne put his hat on reck- 
lessly, and thrust his banals into his pa--his trouser 
pockets. We were in a strange town, but he fastened 
his eyes moodily upon the pavement, as if nothing else 
252 
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were worth considering. As we strolled into the Piazza 
]ra, I saw him gradually and furtively turn up his coat- 
collar, at which I felt obligcd to protest. 
" Look here, Dicky," I said, " unrequited affection 
is, doubtless, very trying, but you're too much of an ad- 
vertisement. The Veronese are beginning to stare at 
you; their sorcerers will presently follow you al,out with 
their patent philtêrs. Reforln your pcrsonal appear- 
ancê, or here, at the foot of this statue of Victor Em- 
manuel, I leave you to your rate." 
Dicky reformed it, but with an air of patience under 
persccution which I round hard to bêar. " I don't know 
your authority for calling it unrequited," he said, with 
dignity. 
"All right--undelivered," I replied. " That is a 
noble statue--you can't contradict the guidê-book. Ey 
]3,rghi." 
" Victor Emmanuel, is it? Then it isn't Garibaldi. 
You don't havê to travel much in Italy to know it's got 
tobe either one or the other. What they like is to have 
both," said Mr. Dod, with unnecessary bitterness. " I'd 
enjoy something fresh in statues lnyself." Then, with 
an imperfectly-concealed alertness, " Thêre seems tobe 
sonlething going on ovêr there," hê added. 
We could see nothing but an arched door in a high, 
curving wall, and a stream of people trickling in. 
" Probably only one of their eternal Latin church serv- 
ices," continued Dicky. " It's about the only form of 
public entertainment you can dêpênd on in this country. 
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:But we mlght as well bave a look in." tic went on to 
say, as we crossed the dusty road, that my unsympa- 
thetic attitude was enough to drive anybody to the 
Church of Rome, even in the middle of the after- 
oon. 
:But we perceived at once that it was not the Church 
of Rome, or any other church. There vas more than 
one arched entrance, and a man in each, to whom people 
paid a lira al»iece for admission, and when we followed 
them in we round our feet still upon the ground, and 
oursclves among a forest of solid buttresses and props. 
The number XV. was cut deep over the door we came 
in by, and the props had the air o5 centuries of patience. 
A wave of sound seemed to sweep round in a circle in- 
side and spend itself about us, of faint multitudinous 
clappings. Conviction descended upon us suddenly, and 
as we stumbled after the others we shared one classic 
moment of anticipation, hurrying and curious in 1895 
as the Romans hurried and were curious in 110, a litt]c 
late for the show in the Arena. They were all there 
beore us, they had taken thc best places, and sat, as 
we emerged in our astonishment, tier above tier to the 
row where the wall stopped and the sky began, intent, 
enthusiastic. The wall threw a new moon of shadow 
on the west, and there the sun struck down sharply 
and ruade splcndid the dyes in the women's clothes, and 
turned the Italian soldiers' buttons into flaming jewe]s. 
And again, as we stared, the applause went round and 
up, rom thc yellow sand below to the blue sky above, 
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and when we looked bewildered down into the Arena 
for the victorious gladiator, and saw a tumbling clown 
with a I)ainted face instead, the illusion was only hall 
destroyed. We climbed and struggled for better I)laces, 
treading, I fear, in our absorption on a great many 
Veronese toes. Dicky said when we got them that you 
had to remember that the seats were Roman in order 
to al)preciate them, they were such vcry cold stonc, and 
they sloped from back to front, for the purposc, as we 
round out aftcrward from the guide-book, of letting 
off the rain water. \Ve wcre glad to understand it, but 
Dicky declared that no explanation would induce him 
to take a season ticket for the Arena, it was too dcstitute 
of modern improvements. It was something, though, 
to sit there watching, with the ranged multitude, a show 
in a Roman Amphitheatre--one could hnagine things, 
lictors and oediles, senators and centurions. It only re- 
quired the substitution of togas and girdled robes for 
trousers and I)etticoats, and a purple awning for the 
emperor, and a brass-plated body-guard with long 
spears and hairy arms and legs, and a few details like 
that. If one hall closed one's eyes it was hardly neces- 
sary to imagine. I was hall closing my eyes, and won- 
dcring whether they had Vestal Virgins at this I)articu- 
lar amphitheatre, and trying to remember whether they 
would turn their thumbs up or down when they wshed 
the clown to be destroyed, when Dicky grew suddenly 
I)ale and si)rang to his feet. 
"I was afraid it might give one a chill," I sald, 
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" but if s very picturesque. I suppose the anclent 
Iomans brought cushions." 
X[r. Dod did hot appear to hear me. 
" In the third row below," he exclalmed, blushing 
joyfully, " the sixth from this end--do you see? Yellow 
bun undcr a floral hat--Isabcl! " 
" A yellow bun under a oral bat," I repeated, " that 
would bc Isabel, if you add a good complexion and a 
look of deportment. Yes, now I see her. [rs. lor - 
thcris on onc side, Ir. [affcrton on the other. Vhat 
do you want to do?" 
"Assassinate :Macrton," said Dicky. " Does it 
look to you as if he had bccn getting there at all. » 
" So far as one can see from behind, I should say he 
has ruade some progress, but I don't think, Dicky, that ° 
he bas arrived. IIe is constitutionally slow," I added, 
" about arriving." 
Af that moment the party rose. -Vithout a word 
we, too» got on our fcct and automatcallv followcd, 
Dcky trcadng the reserved seats of the court of ]ercn- 
garius as if they had becn the back rows of a Bowery 
theatrc. The c]assics were whollv obscured for him 
by a floral bat nd a yellow bun. I, too, abandoned my 
spcculatons chcerfully» for I expectcd Irs. l»ortheris» 
confrontcd with Dicky» to be more entertaining than 
any gladiator. 
We came up wlth them af the ex]t» and that august 
lady» as we approached, to our astonishment, grceted us 
vith effusion. 



" Do you see ?" 



A VOYAGE OF CONSOLATION. 

" We thought," she declared, " that we had lost you 
altogether. This is quite delightful. :Now we must 
rcunite! " :Dicky was certainly included. It was ex- 
traordinary. "And your dear fathcr and mother," went 
on Irs. Portheris, "I ara longing to hear their experi- 
ences since we parted. Where are you? The Colomba? 
Vhy what a coincidencel We are there, too! :Kow 
small thc world is!" 
" Then you have only just arrived," said Mr. :Dod 
to Miss Iortheris, who had turned away hcr hcad, and 
was regarding the distant mountains. 
" Yes." 
" ]3y the II.30 '. . ? ' 
" o. ]3y the 2.30 . .'* 
" :Kad you a plcasant journey up rom aples? ' 
"It was rather dusty. * 
I saw that something qulte awtul was goiug on and 
conversed volubly with Mrs. Portheris and [r. ZIaffcr- 
ton to give :Dicky a chance, but in a moment I, too, felt 
a rerigerating influence proceeding from the floral bat 
and the bun for which I could not account. 
"Where bave you been?" inquired Dicky, 
may ask. » 
" At Vallombrosm" 
There vas also a parasol and 
ently. 
" Ah--among the ]eaves! 
as William says they are?" 
"I don't understand you." 

"if I 

]t txvisted indiffer- 

And were they as thick 

And, indeed, this levity 



958 A VOYAGE OF CONSOLATIOlç. 

assorted incomprehensi,ely with the black despair that 
sut on Dicky's countenance. It was really very painful 
in spire of l[rs. Portheris's unusual humanity and 
l[affcrton's obvious though embarrassed joy, and as Mrs. 
Portheris's cab drove up at the moment I ruade a tenta- 
tire attempt to bring the interview to a close. "i[r. 
Dod and I are walking," I said. 
"Ah, these little strolls! " exclaimed Nrs. Portheris, 
wlth benignant humour. "I suppose we must condone 
then now! " and she waved ber hand, rolling away, as 
if she gave us a British matron's blessing. 
" Oh, don't! " I cried. "Don't condone them---you 
mustn't! " But my words fell short in a cloud of dust, 
and even Dicky, wrapped in his tragedy, failed to re- 
ceive an impression from them. 
"ttoxv," he demanded passionately, " do you ac- 
count for it? " 
" Account for what?" I shuffled, 
" The size of ber head--the frost--the whole bally 
conversation! " propounded Dicky» with teurs in his 
eyes. 
I have really a great deal of feeling, and I did hot 
rcbuke these terres. ]3esides, I could see only one way 
out of it, and I was occupled with the best terres in 
which to present it to Dicky. So I said I didn't know, 
and reflected. 
" She isn't the saine girl! " he groaned. 
" Ien are always talking in the funny columns of 
the newspapcrs," I remarked absently, "about how 
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much better thcy can throw a stone and sharpen a pcncil 
than we tan." 
][r. Dod looked injure& " Oh, well," he said, " if 
you prefer to talk about something else-----" 
" But they can't see into a sentimental situation any 
further than into a board fence," I contlnued serenely. 
" ][y dear Dick, Isabel thinks you're engaged. So does 
ber mamma. So does ]r. ][afferton." 
" Who to? " exclaimed X[r. Dod, in ungrammatical 
amazemcnt. 
"I lookcd at him reproachfully. "Don't be such 
an owl! " I said. 
Light streamed in upon Dickys mind. " To youl " 
ho exclaimed. " Great Scott!" 
" Preposterous, isn't it? " I said. 
" I should ejaeulate! Well, no, I mean--I shouldn't 
ejaculate, but--oh, you know what I mean- " 
"I do," I said. « Don't apologise." 
" What in my aunt's wardrobe do they think thàt 
for?" 
" ¥ou left their party and joined ours rather abrupt- 
ly af Pompeii," I said. 
" ttad fo! " 
"Isabel didn't know you hàd to. If she tried fo flnd 
ont, I faney she was told little girls shonldnt sk ques- 
tions. It was Lot's wlfe who really came between you, 
but Isabel wouldn't have been jealous of Lot's wife." 
"I suppose hot," said Dicky doubtfully. 
"Do you remember meeting the :K[îsses ]3ingham 
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in the Ufizzi? and te]]ing them you were going to 
be " 
" That's so." 
" You didn't give them enough detaîls. And they 
told me they were going to Vallombrosa. And when 
liss Cora said good-bye to me she told me you were 
a dear or something." 
'" Why didn't you say I wasn't" 
" Dicky, if you are going to aume that it wns my 
fault-" 
" Only one decent hotelhardlv anybody in it 
foregathered with old lady Portheristold every mol 
tal thing they knew Oh," groaned Dieky. " Why 
was an old maid ever born " 
" She never was," I eouldn't llelp saying, but I 
nlight as well hot have said it. Dieky was rapidly for- 
mulating his plan of action. 
'" l'll tell her straight out, aftcr dinner," he eon- 
eluded, " and her mother, too, if I get a chance." 
" Do you know what will happen? " I asked. 
" You never know what will happen," replied Dicky, 
blushing. 
" kIrs. and Iiss Portheris and kit. [afferton will 
leave the Hotel Colomba for parts unknown, by the 
earliest train to-morrow morning." 
" ut [rs. Portheris deelares that we're to be a 
happy family for the rest of the trip." 
" Under tlle impression that vou are disposed of, 
an impression that ,ni9ht be allowed to" 
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" [y heart," said Dicky impulsivcly, "may be othcr- 
wise engaged, but my alleged mind is yours for ever. 
Iamie, you bave a great head." 
" Thanks," I saM. " I would certainly tell the trutl 
to Isabel, as a secret, but-- " 
« amie, we cut our tceth on the saine------" 
" l[orid of you to rcfer to it." 
" It's such a trcmcndous favour! " 
" It is." 
" Iht since you'rc in it, you know, alreadyand 
it's so very temporary--and l'll be as good as gold- " 
" You'd bettcr! " I exclaimed. And so it was set- 
tled that the fiction of Dicky's and lny engagement 
should be pcrmittcd to continue to any extent that 
scemed necessary until Mr. Dod should be able to per- 
suade Iiss Portheris to fly with him across thc Chan- 
nel and be marricd at a Dorer registry office. e ar- 
ranged cverything with great precision, and, if neces- 
sary, I was to fly too, to make it a littlc more proper. 
We werc both solnewhat doubtful about the necessity 
of a bridcsmaid in a registry office, but we agreed that 
such a thing would go a long way towards persuading 
Isabcl to enter it. 
Vhen we arrived at tlle hotel we round [rs. Por- 
thcris and [r. A[afferton affcctionately having tea with 
ny parents. Isabel had gone to bed with a headache, 
but Dicky, notwithstanding, displayed the most unfeel- 
ing splrlts, tIe drove us all finally to see the tomb ot  
Juliet in the Vicolo :Franceschini, and it was before 
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that uninspiring stone trough full of visiting cards, be- 
hind a bowling green of suburban patronage, that I 
heard him, on general grounds of expediency, make con- 
trite advances to 3[rs. Portheris. 
" I think I ought to tell you," he said, " that my 
'icws bave undergone a change since I saw you." 
Mrs. Portheris fLxed her pince nez upon him in sus- 
picious inquiry. 
"I can even swallow the whale now," he faltered, 
" like Jonah." 
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AliTER two days of the most humid civility [rs. 
:Portheris had brought momma round. It was hot a, 
easy proce, momma had such a way of fanning hcrself 
and regarding distant objects; and Dicky and I ob- 
served its difficulties with great satisfaction, for a family 
matter would be the last thing anybody would ventlre 
to discuss with momma under such circumstances, and 
we very much prefcrred that Mrs. l='ortheris's over- 
flowing congratulations should be chilled off as long as 
possible. Dicky was for taking my parents into our 
confidence as a measure of preparation, but with poppa's 
comnmnds upon me with regard to Arthur, I felt a 
delicacy as to the subject of engagements genera]ly. 
Besicles, one never can tell whether one's poppa and 
momma would back one up in a thing like that. 
I never could quite understand ][rs. l='ortheris's in- 
creasingly good opinion of us at this point. The Sena- 
ton dec]ared that it was because some American shares 
of hers had gone up in the nmrket, but that struck 
momma and me as somewhat too general in its applica- 
tion. I preferred to attribute it to the Senator's Tariff 
:Bill. [r. [afferton brought us the Times one evening 
263 
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in Verona, and polnted out with solemn congratulation 
that the naine of J. P. Wiek was mentioned four times 
in the course of its leading article. That journal even 
said in effeet that, if it were hot £or the faith£ully sus- 
tained anti-humorous eharaeter whieh had established 
it for so many generations in the approbation of the 
Iritish publie, it would go so far as fo eall the eontem- 
plated measure " Wicled legislaton." X[r. [afferton 
eould hot understand why poppa had no desire fo eut 
ont the article, tIe said there was something so inter- 
esting about seeing one's naine in print--he always did 
it. I was very eurious to see instances of [r. [affer- 
ton's naine in print, and tànally indueed hlm to show 
them fo me. They were mainly advertisemeuts for lost 
dogs -' Apply to the Hon. Charles [afferton," and the 
reward was very eonsiderab]e. 
But this bas nothing fo do with the way the plot 
thickeneçl on the Lake of Çomo. I was watehing Bel- 
]agio slip past among the trees on the left shore and 
wondering whether we eould hear the nightingales if 
it were not for the steamer's eugines--whieh was par- 
tieularly unlikely as it was the mi(ldle of the afternoon 
and thinking about the trifles that would sometimes 
divide lires plainly intended to mingle. ]Xl-ere enuneia- 
tion, for example, was a thing one eould so soon beeome 
reaeeustomed to; alrea(ly nlomma had eeased fo eon- 
gratulate me on my broac] n's, an«l I eould hOt he]p the 
inferenee that my conversation wns agnln unol)truslvely 
Chiêagoan. It was frustrating, too, that I had no way 
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o£ finding out how much poppa knew, and cxtremcly 
irritating to think that he knev anything, tic was sit- 
ting near me as I mused, immersed in the American 
mail, v«hile momma and his Aunt Caroline insensibly 
glided towards intimacy again on two wicker chairs close 
by. ]XIr. Iafferton was counting the luggage some- 
where; he was never happy on a steamer until he had 
done that; and Isabel was being £ervently apologised 
to by Dicky on the other side o£ the dock. I hoped 
she was taking it in the propcr sl)irit. I had the terres 
all ready in which I should accept an apology, if it werc 
ever offered to me. 
" Now, I must hot put off any longer telling you 
how delighted I ara at your dear Mamie's re-engage- 
ment." 
The statement reached us all, though it was in- 
tended for momma only. Even Irs. Portheris's more 
amiable acceuts had a quality which penetrated i'ar, 
with a suggestion of whiskers. I looked again languidly 
at ]3ellagio, but not until I had observed a rapid glance 
between my parents, rccommending each other hot to 
be taken by surprise. 
" Has she confided in you? " inquired momma. 
":o--no. I heard it in a roundabout way. You 
must be very pleased, dear Augusta. Such an advantage 
that they bave known each other all their lires[ " 
Poppa looked guardedly round at me, but by this 
rime I was asleep in my camp chair, the air was so 
balmily cool açter our hot rattle to Como. 
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"ttow did you hear?" he demanded, comlng 
straight to the point, while momma struggled after tenta- 
tive uncertainties. 
" Oh, a little bird, a little blrd--who had it from 
thcm both! And much better, I said when I heard it, 
that she should marry one of ber own country-eeoele. 
Amcrican girls nowadays will so often be content with 
nothing lcss than an Englishman! " 
" So far as that goes," said the Senator crisply, "we 
noyer buy anything ve haven't a use for, simply be- 
cause it's cheap. But I don't mind telling you that 
my daughtcr's re-engagement, on the old American 
lines, is a thing l've bcen wanting to haepen for some 
time." 
" And there are some really excellent points about 
[r. Dod. We must rcmember that he is still very 
young. Ite bas plcnty of time to repair his fortunes. 
Of one thing we may be sure," contlnued -[rs. Portheris 
nmgnanhnously, " he will make her a very lcind hus- 
hand." 
At this I opened my eyes inadvertentlynobody 
could help it--and saw the baromctrical change in pop- 
oea's countenance. It went dovn twenty degrees with 
a run, and wore all the disgust of an bon. gentleman 
who has jumped to conclusions and round nothing to 
stand on. 
" Oh, you're away off thcre, Aunt Caroline," he 
sald with some annoyancc. " P, etter sell your little 
blrd and buy a telephone. Richard Dod is no more 
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engaged to our daughtcr than the man in the 
moon." 
" Well, I should say hot! " exclaimed momma. 
" I bave it on the best authority," insisted Mrs. l:'or- 
theris blandly. " You American parents are so seldom 
consulted in these mattcrs. Perhaps the young people 
bave hot told you." 
This was a nasty one for both the family and the 
Republic, and I heard the Senator's rejoinder wlth sat- 
isfaction. 
" We don't consider, in the Unlted States, that we're 
the natural bullies of our children because we happen to 
be a little older than they are," he said, " but for all 
that we're not in the habit of hearing much news about 
them from outsiders, l'll bave to get you to promise 
not to go spreading such nonsense around, Aunt Caro- 
line." 
" Oh, of course, if you say so, but I should be 
botter satlsfied if she denied it herself," said Mrs. 
l:'ortheris with suavity. "My information was so very 
exact." 
I had slumbered again, but it did not avail me. 
I heard the American mail dispersing itself about the 
deck in all directions as the Senator rose, strode towards 
my chair, and shook me much more vlgorously than 
there was any necessity for. 
" l=[ere's Aunt Caroline," he said, "wanting us to 
believe that you and Dicky Dod are engaged--you two 
that bave quarrelled as naturally as brother and sister 
18 
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ever since you were bon. I guess you ca tell ber 
whether it's very likçly! " 
I yawned, to gain time, but the widcst yawn will 
hot covcr more than two seconds. 
" Vhat an extraordinary question! " I said. It 
sounds weal, but tlmt was tlle way one felt. 
" i)on't l»revaricate, :Mamie, love," said :h[rs. Por- 
theris sternly. 
" I'm not--I don't. But n-nothing of the kind is 
announced, is it? " I was growing ncrvous under the 
Senatorial eye. 
" :Nothing of the l(ind exists," said poppa, the Doge 
all over, except his umbrella. " Does it?" 
" Why no," I said. " Dicky and I aren't cngaged. 
:But we bave an understanding." 
I was extremely sorry. :Mrs. Portheris was so tr- 
umphant, and poppa allowed his irritation to get so much 
the botter of him. 
" Oh," he said, "you've got an understanding! 
Vell, you've bcen too intelligent, darned if you 
haven't! " The Scnator pulled his beard in his most 
uncompromising manner. " Now you can understand 
something more. I'm not going to bave it. ¥ou 
haven't got my consent and you're not going fo get it." 
" :But, my dear nephew, the match is so suitable in 
every respect! Surely you would hot stand in the way 
of a daughter's happiness when both character and posl- 
tion--position in Chicago, o cours% but stillare as- 
sured ! " 
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l'oppa pauscd, uncertain for an instant whcther to 
turn his wrath upon his aunt, and that, of course, was 
my opportunity to p]ead with my augry parent. .But 
the knowledge that the hopes which poppa was rcduc- 
ing to dust and ashes vere fcrvcntly fixcd on a floral bat 
and a yellow bun over which he had no control, on the 
other side of the ship, overcame me, and I looked at 
.Bcllagio to hide my enotions instead, in a way which 
they might intcrpret as obstinatc, if they likcd. 
" Aunt Caroline," said thc Scnator firmly, " l'll 
thank you to kecp your spoon out of the preservcs. 
daughter knows where I bave given her hand, and that's 
the direction she's going vith her feet. :Mary, I may 
as well inform you that the details of your wedding are 
belng arranged in Chicago this minute. It will takc 
place within three weeks of our arrival, and it won't 
be any slump. But Richard Dod might as well be told 
right now that he von't be in it, unless in the capacity 
of usher. As I don't contemplate breaking up this party 
and making thlugs disagreeable all round, you'll bave 
to tell him yourself. We sail from Liverpool "--poppa 
looked at hs watch--" precisely one week and four 
hours rom now, and if ]Ir. Dod has not agreed to the 
conditions I mention by that rime we will leave him 
upon the shore. Thats all I bave to say, and between 
now and then I dont expect you or anybody else to bave 
the nerve to mention the matter to me again." 
After that it was impossible to wink at poppa, or 
any way to give him the assurance that my regard for 
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]aim was unimpaired. There are things that canot be 
passed over with a smile in one's poppa without doing 
him harln, and this was one of them. It was a regular 
lnanifesto, and I felt exactly like Lord Salisbury. 
couldn't take him seriously, and yet I had to tell him to 
corne on, if he wanted to, and devote his spare time to 
lcarning the language of diplomacy. So I merely bowed 
with what magnificence I could command and filed it, 
so to spcak; and walked to the other side of the deck 
leaving poppa to his conscience and mOlnlila and his 
Aunt Caroline. I lcft him with confidence, hOt know- 
ing which would give him the worst time. :Mrs. Por- 
theris began it, before I was out of earshot. " For an 
American parent," she said blandly, " it strikes me, 
Joshua, that you are a little severe." 
I round [r. [afferton interfering, as I expected, 
with Dicky and Isabel in their appreciation of the west 
shore. He was pointing out the Villa Carlotta at Cad- 
denabbia, and explaining the beauties of the sculptures 
there and dwelling on the tone of blue in the immediate 
Alps and reminding them that the elder :Pliny once 
picked wild flowers on these banks, and generally mak- 
ing hilnself the intelligent nuisance that nature intended 
him to be. In spite of it Isabel was radiant. She said 
a number of things with the greatest case; one saw that 
language, after all, was hot difficult to her, she only 
wanted practice and an untroubled mind. [I looked at 
Dicky and saw that a weight had beên removed from 
his, and it was impossible to avoid the conclusion that 
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peace and satisfaction in this lire would date for these 
two, if all went well for the next fexv days, from thc 
Lake of Como. But all could hot be relied upon to go 
well so long as Mr. Mafferton hovered, quoting Claudian 
on the mulberry trce, upon the brink of a proposal, so 
I took him away to translate his quotation for me in 
tle stern, which naturally suggested the past and its 
emotions. We could noxv refer quite sbmapathctically 
to the altogether irretricvable and gone by, and Mr. 
l[afferton xvas able to mention Lady Torçluilan without 
any trace of his air that she was a person, poor dear, that 
brought embarrassment with ber. Indeed, ïl sometimes 
thought he dragged ber in. I asked him, in appropriatc 
phrases, of course, whether he had deci«|ed to accei»t 
l[rs. Portheris's daughter, and he fixed mournful eyes 
upon me and said he thought he had, ahnost. The news 
of my engagement to Mr. Dod had apparently done 
much to bring him to a conclusion; Le said it pointed 
so definitely to the unlikelihood of his ever being able 
to find a more stimulating companion than lIiss Por- 
theris, with all ber charms, was likely to prove. It was 
difflcult, of course, to see the connection, but I could 
hot help confiding to [h[r. [Mafferton, as a secret, that 
there was hardly any chance of my union with Dicky 
after what poppa had said. Wlen I assured him tlmt 
I had no intention whatever of disobeying my parent 
in a matter of which he was so much better qualified 
to be a judge than I, it was impossible not to see Mr. 
lV[afferton's good opinion of me rising in his face. He 
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said he could hot he]p sympathising with the paternal 
view, but that was all he would say; he refrained mag- 
nificently from abusing Dicky. And we parted mutu- 
ally more deeply convinced than ever of the undesira- 
bility of doing anything rash in the all important direc- 
tion we had been discussing. 
As we disembarked at Colico to take the train for 
Chiavenna, Mrs. l='ortheris, after seeing that Mr. -laf- 
ferton ",vas collecting the portmanteaux, gave me a word 
of conffort and of admonition. " Take my advice, my 
child," she said, " and be faithful to poor dear Richard. 
Your father must, in the end, give way. I shall keep 
at him in your interests. When you left us this after- 
noon," continued the lady mysterious]y, " he immedi- 
ately took out his fountain pen and wrote a letter. It 
was directed--I saw that much--to a :M_r. Arthur Page. 
Is he the creature who is to be forced upon you, my 
child? " ][rs. :Portherls in the sentimental view was 
rcally affecting. 
"I think it very likely," I said calmly, "but I bave 
promised to be faithful to Richard, Mrs. :Portheris, and I 
will." 
]ut I really felt a little nervous. 
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THU. instant we sav the diligence momma declared 
that if she had to sit anywhere but in the middle of it 
she would remain in Chiavenna until next day. ][rs. 
l'ortheris was of the saine mind. She said that evcn the 
ittérieur would be dangerous enough going down bill, 
but if thc Senator would sit there too she would try 
not to be nervous. The coupé was tcrrifyingmone saw 
everything thc poor dear horses didmand as fo the 
batqttctte she could imagine llersclf flying out of it, 
if wc so nmch as went over a stone. As a party we were 
strangers fo the diligence; we had all the curiosity and 
hesitation about it, as Dicky remarked, of thc animals 
whcn Noah introduced them fo thc Ark. I asked Dicky 
to describe the diligence for the purpose of this volume, 
thinking that it might, here and therc, bave a reader 
who had never seen one, aud he said that, as soon as 
he had ruade up his nlind whetbcr it was nlost like a 
triumphal chariot in a circus procession or a boud,,ir car 
in an ambulance, he would; but then his eyes wandered 
fo Isabel, who v«as pinker than ever in the mountain 
air, and his reasoning faculties left him. A small Ger- 
man with a very red nose, most incoherent in his 
273 
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parel--he might bave been a :Baron or again a hair- 
dresser--a]ready occupied one of the seats in the in- 
térict«r, so after our elders had been safely deposited 
beside him the banquette and the coupé wcre left, as 
]Irs. Portheris said, to the adventurous young people. 
Dicky and I had conspired, for the sustained effect on 
:Mrs. Portheris, to sit in the banquette, while Isabcl was 
to surfer :Mr. [afferton in the coupé--an arrangement 
which ber mother viewed with entire complacency. 
"After al]," said :Mrs. Portheris to momma, "we're hot 
in Ityde Park--and young people will be young peo- 
ple." Ve had hot counted, however, with the Senator, 
who suddenly realised, as Dicky was handing me up, 
that it was his business, in the capacity of Doge, to in- 
terfere. It is to his credit that he round it embarrassing, 
on account of his natura], a]most paterna], dislike to 
make things unpleasant for Dicky. tIe assumed a stern- 
ly impenetrable expression, thought about it for a mo- 
ment, and then approached :h[r. Z[afferton. 
"I'd be ob]iged to you," he said, " if you cou]d 
arrange, without putting yourse]f out any, to change 
places with young Dod, there, as far as St. Ioritz. 
have my reasons--but not necessarily for publication. 
Sce ?" 
][r. Iafferton's eye glis(ened with appreciatlon of 
the confidence reposed in him. " I shall be most happy," 
he said, " if Dod doesn't mind." :But Dicky, with in- 
decent baste, was already in the co«pé. " Don't men- 
tion it, :hlafferton," he said out of the window. " I'm 
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delighted--at least--whatever the Senator says has got 
to be done of course  nd he ruade n attempt to look 
hurt that would hot bave imposed upon anybody but a 
self-constituted Doge with a guilty conscience. I took 
my bereavement in stony calm, with possibly just a 
suggestion about my eyebrows and under-lip that some 
dy, on the far free shores of Lake :Michigan, a down- 
trodden daughter would re-assert herself; poppa re-en- 
tered an itérieur darkened by a thundcr-cloud on the 
brow of his Aunt Caroline; and we started. 
It was some rime before [r. [tfferton interfered 
in the least with the Engadine. I[e seemed wrapped in 
a cloud of vain imaginings, sprung, obviously, from 
poppa's ill-considered request. I understood his emo- 
ions and crcfully respecte(l his silence. I was unwill- 
ng to be instructed about the Engdine either botnic- 
ally or geologically--it was more agreeable hot to know 
hc names of the lovely little foreign flowers and quite 
plcasnt enough that every turn in the road showcd 
us a white mountin or a purple one withot having to 
undcrstand what it was ruade of. Besicles, I particularly 
did not wish fo precipitate anything, and there are mo- 
ments when a mere remark about the weather will do 
it. I had been suffering a good deal from my conscience 
since Irs. Portheris had told nie that poppa had written 
to ArthurI didn't mind him enduring unnumbered 
pangs of hope deferred, but it was quite another thing 
that he should undergo the unnecessary martyrdom 
of imagning that he had been superseded by Dicky 
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Dod. On reflection, I thought it would be saler to start 
:Mr. :Mafferton on the usiml lines, and I nerved myself 
to ask him whether he could tell me anything about 
the prehistoric appearance of these lovely mountains. 
"I ara g|ad," he responded absently, " that :ou 
mire my favourite Alps." Nothing more. I tried to 
priek him to the eonsidcration of the scenery by asking 
him whieh were his favourite Alps, but this also came 
to nothing. Having aeknowledged his approval of the 
Alps, he seelned willing to let them go unadorned by 
either fact or faney. I offered him sandwiches, but he 
SCelned to prefer his moustache. Presently he roused 
himself. 
"' I'm afraid you must think me very uninteresting, 
Miss Wiek," he said. 
" Dear me, no," I replie& " On the eontrary, I 
think you are a lovely type." 
" Type of an Englishman ? " [r. -Iaffcrton was hot 
displeased. 
" Type of some Englishmen. You would hot eare 
to reprcsent the--all, commercial classes? " 
" If I had been born in that station," replied [r. 
[afferton modestly, "I should be very lad to rcpre- 
st.nt theln. But I should ,ot earc to be a Labour candi- 
date." 
" It wouldn't be very appropriate, would it ?" I sug- 
geste& "But do you ever mean to run for anything, 
really ?" 
" Certainly hot," ]X[r. lX[afferton replied, with slight 
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resentment. " In our famil we never run. :But, of 
course, I will succeed my uncle in the Upper House." 
" Dear me l " I exclaimed. " So you will! I should 
think it would be simply lovely to be born a legislator. 
In our country it is attained by such painful degrees." 
It flashed upon me in a moment why Mr. [afferton was 
so industrious in collecting general information. IIe 
was storing it up against the day when he would be able 
to make speeches, which nobody could interrupt, in the 
House of Lords. 
The conversation .flagged again, and I was driven 
to comment upon the appearance of the little German 
down in the intérieur. It was quite remarkable, apart 
from the bloom on his nose, hs pale-blue eyes wandcred 
so irresponsibly in their sockets, and hls scanty, flaxen 
beard made such an unsuccessful effort to disguise the 
amiability of hs chin. I[e wore a braided cotton coat 
to keep cool, and a woollen comforter to keep warm, 
and from time to time he smilingly invîted the atten- 
tion of the othcr three to vast green maps of the coun- 
try, which I could see him apologising for sprcading 
over Mrs. lortheris's capacious lap. It was nteresting 
to watch his joyous sense of being n foreign socety, 
and his determination to be agreeable even if he had to 
talk all the tme. ]qow and then a sentence bubbled 
p over the noise of the wheels, as when he had the 
happiness to discover the nat]onalties of his fellow- 
travellers. 
" Ach, s it so? From England, from .oEmerlca also, 
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and I from Markadorf am.t Four peoples, to see zis so 
beautiful Switzerland from everyveres in one carriage 
we are corne! " He smiled at them one after another 
in the innocent joy of this wonderful fact, and it ruade 
me quite unhappy to see how unresponsive they had 
grown. 
" In America I haf one uncle got " 
" No, I don't know him," said the Senator, who was 
extremely tired of being expected to keep up with soci- 
ety in Castle Garden. 
" But before I vas born going, mein uncle I myself 
haf never seen! To Chicago mit nossings he went, und 
now letters ve are always getting it is goot saying." 
" Made money, bas he?" poppa inquired, with in- 
difference. 
" ][it some small flours of large manufacture sell- 
ing. Dose small flours--ze naine forgotten I hafze 
breads making, ze cakes nmking, ze mhdschen- " 
" Baking powder! " divined momma. 
"Bakings--powder! In America it is moch eat. 
So mine uncle Blittens " 
" Josef Blittens? " exclaimed poppa. 
" Blittens und Josef also! The naine of mine uncle 
to you is known! Fie is so rich, mit carriage, piano, 
large family--he is now famous also, hein? My goot 
uncle! " 
"Fie's been my foreman for fifteen years," said 
poppa, " and I don't care where he came from; he's as 
good an American now as there is in the Union. I am 
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pleased to make the aequaintance of any member of his 
family. There's nothing in the xvay of rcfreshments to 
be got till we next change horses, but as soon as that 
happens, sir, I hope you will take something." 
After that we began to rattle down the other side 
of the Julier and I lost the thread of the conversation, 
but I saw that Herr Blittens' determination to practise 
English was colnpletely swamped in the Senator's dcsire" 
to persuade hiln of the advantages of emigration. 
"I never sec a foreigner in his native land," said 
:Mr. Mafferton, regarding this one with disapproval, 
" without thinking what a pity it is that any portion of 
the earth, so dcsirable for instance as this is, should 
belong to him." Which led me to suggest that when 
he entered political life in his native land Mr. Iaffer- 
ton should aire at the Cabinet, he was obviously so well 
qualified to sustain ]3ritish traditions. 
Iy companion's mind seemed to be so completely 
diverted by this prospect that I breathed again. 
could be depended upon I -knew, never to think seriously 
of me vhen there was an opportunity of thinking seri- 
ously of himself, and in that certainty I relaxed my 
efforts to make it quite impossible that anything should 
happen. I forgot the contingencies of the situation in 
finding whiter glaciers and deeper gorges, and looking 
for the ]3ergamesque sheep and their shepherds which 
Baedeker assured us were to be seen pasturing on the 
slopes and heights of the Julier wearing long curling 
locks, mantles of brown wool, and peaked Calabrian 
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hats. We grew quite frivolous over this phenomenon, 
which did hot appear, and it was only after some time 
that we obscrved the ]3aedcker to be of 1877, and dc- 
cidcd that the home of truth was hot in old editions. 
It secmed to me aftcrwards that :Mr. :Mafferton had been 
waiting for his opportunity; he certainly took advan- 
tage of a very insutïflcient one. 
" It's exactly," said I, talking of the compartments 
of thc diligence, " as if Isabcl and Dicky had the rirst 
floor front, momma and poppa the dining room, and you 
and I the second floor back." 
It was one of those things that one lires to repent 
if one survives them rive seconds; but my remorse was 
immediately swallowed up in consequences. I do hot 
propose to go into the details of ]X[r. ]X[afferton's second 
attempt upon my insigniricant hand--to be precise, I 
vcar rives and a quarter--but he began by saying that 
he thought we could do better than that, meaning the 
second floor back, and he mentioned :Park Lane. He 
also said that ever since Dicky, doubtless before his 
affections had become involved, had told him that there 
was a possibility of my changing my mind--I was nearly 
alse to Dicky at thls polnthe had been giving the 
mat.ter his best consideration, and he had rinally de- 
cided that it was only fair that I should bave an oppor- 
tunity of doing so. These were hot his exact words, 
but I can be qulte sure of my impression. We vere 
trotting past the lake at ][aloja when this came upon 
me, and when I reflected that I owed it abont equally 
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to poppa and to Dicky Dod I felt that I could have 
pcrsolmlly chastised them--could have slappcd thcln 
--both. What I longcd to do with [r. Naffcrton was 
to hurl him, figurativcly speaking, down an abyss, but 
that would have bccn to send him into :[rs. Porthcris's 
beckoning arms next morning, and I had little faith lit 
any floral hat and pink bun once its lnalnnla's COlmnands 
were laid upon it. I thought of lny eradle colnllanion 
not tenderly, I eonfess--and told lX[r. Mafferton that 
I didn't know what I had donc to deserve sueh an honour 
a second tilne, and asked hiln if he had properly consid- 
ered the effeet on Isabel. I added that I faneied Dicky 
was generalising about Ameriean girls ehanging their 
minds, but I would try and sec if I had ehanged lnine 
and would let him know in six days, at IIarwieh. Any 
deeision nmde on this side of the Chmmel might so easily 
be upset. And this I did knowing quite well that Dieky 
and Isabel and I were all to clope from Boulogne, Dieky 
aud Isabel for frivollty and I for propriety; for this had 
been arrange& In wrlting a description of out English 
tour I do hot wish to exeulpate myself in any partieular. 
We arrived late at St. Moritz, and the little Ger- 
Inan, on a very fraternal footing, was still talking as 
the party deseended from the intérieur. IIe spoke of 
the butterflies the day belote in Pontresina, and he 
laughed with delight as he reeounted. 
" Vorty maybe der vas, vifty der vas, mit der dili- 
gence vlying along; und der brittiest of all I catch; ho 
vill eome at my nose 



CHAPTER XXIV. 

IEAVIIG out the scenery--the Senator declares that 
nothing spoils a book of travels like scenery--the ira- 
pressions of St. :Moritz which remaln with me have 
something of the quality, for me, of the illustrations in 
a French novel. I like to consult them; they are so 
cr]sp and daintily defined and isolated and individual. 
Yet ]: can only write about an upper class German 
Iuamma eating brodchen and honey with three fair 
square daughters, young, younger, youngest, and hot a 
flaxen hair mislaid among them, and the intelligent 
accuracy with which they looked out of the window 
and said that it was a horse, the horse was lame, and it 
was a pity to drive a lame horse. Or about the two 
American ladies from the south, creeping, wrapped up 
in sealskins, along the still white road from the ]:[of to 
the ]3ad, and saying one to the other, "Isn't it nice 
to feel the sun on yo' back? " Or about the curio shops 
on the ridge where the politest little Frenchwomen en- 
deavour to persuade you that you bave corne to the very 
top of the Engadine for the purpose of buying Japan- 
ese candlesticks and Italian scarves to carry down again. 
282 
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It was all so clear and sharp and still at St. :Moritz; 
everything drew a double significance from its height 
and its loneliness. But, as poppa says, a great deal of 
trouble would be saved if people who feel that thcy 
can't describe things would be willing to consider the 
alternative of leaving them alone; and I will only dwell 
on St. Moritz long enough to say that it ncarly shattered 
one of Mr. Mafferton's most chcrished principles. Never 
in his lire before, he said, had he felt incliued to takc 
warm water in his bath in thc morning. ]t; ruade a 
note oa e the tcmperaturc oa e his tub to send to the Tin,es. 
" You never tan tell," he said, " the effect these littlc 
things nmy have." I was beginning to be accustomed 
to the effect they had on me. 
]3eaeore we got to Coire the cool rushing night lmtl 
corne and the glacicrs had blotted thcmselvcs out. I 
find a mere note against Coite to the effect that it often 
tains when you arrive th«,re, and also that it is a p!aee 
in which you may count on sleeping particularly sound 
if you corne by diligence; but there is no reason why I 
should hot mention that it was under the sway of the 
Dukes of Swabia until l°,68, as momma wishes me to 
do so. We took the train there for Constance, and be- 
tween Coire and Constance, on the iBodensee, occurred 
orshach and Romanshorn; but we didn't get out, and, 
as momma says, there was nothing in the ]east indi- 
vidual about their railway stations. We went on that 
odensee, however, I remember with animosity, taking 
a smal] stealner at Cnstance for Xeuhausen. It was 
19 
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a gray and sulky ]odensee, full of little dul! waves and 
a cold head wind that never changed its mind for a 
moment. Isabel and I huddled together for comfort 
on the very hard wooden seat that ran round the deck, 
and the depth of our misery may be gathered from the 
fact that, when the wind caught Isabel's floral hat under 
the brim and cast it suddenly into that body of water, 
neither of us looked round! ][rs. lortheris was very 
much mmoyed at our unhappy indifference. She im- 
plied that, it was precisely to enable Isabe! to stop a 
steamer on the ]odensee in an emergency of this sort 
that she had had her taught German. Dicky told me 
privately that i_f it had happened a week belote he would 
have gone overboard n pursuit, ¢or the sake of business, 
without hesitadon, but, under the present happy cir- 
cumstances, he preferred the prospect of buying a new 
bat. :Nothing else actually transplred during the after- 
noon, though there were rimes when other events seemed 
  preeipitant, to most of us, as upon the tossing .\tlan- 
tic, and we ruade port without having realised anything 
about the :Bodensee, exeept that we would rather hot 
be on it. 
]%uhausen was the port, but Sehaffhausen was of 
course the place, two or three dusty mlles along a river 
the idintity of whieh revealed itself to XXIrs. Portheris 
through the hotel omnibus windows as an inspiration. 
" Do we all fully understand," she demanded, " that we 
are looking upon the ]hine?" And we endeavoured 
to do so, though the Senator said that if it were hot so 
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ntimately connected with the lake we had just bcen 
delivered from he would have felt more cordial about 
it. I should like to bave it understood that relations 
were hardly what might be called strained at this time 
between the Senator and myself. There were subjects 
which we avoided, and we had cnough regard for our 
dignity, respectively, not to drop into personalities what- 
iver ve did, but we had a odus vivedi, we got along. 
Dicky maintained a noble and palned reserve, giving 
loppa hours of thought, out of which he emcrged with 
the ahnost visible reflection that a ick never changed 
his mind. 
There was a garden xvith funny little flowers in it 
which wcnt out of fashion in.kmerica about twenty years 
ago. There was also a cllet in the gardeu, where we 
saw at once that we could buy cuckoo clocks and edel- 
welss and German lace if we wanted to. There was a 
big hotel full of people speaking strange languages 
by this time we all sympathised with ]Ir. ]Iafferton in 
hls resentnlent of forelgners in Continental hotels; as 
he sald, one expected them to do their travelling in Eng- 
land. There were the " Laufen" foaming down the 
valley under the dlnlng room w]ndows, there were the 
Swiss waitresses in short petticoats and velvet bodlces 
and white chemisettes, and at the dinner table, sittlng 
precisely opposite, there wcre the Malts. [r. [alt, [rs. 
:Malt, Emmeline [alt, and ][iss Callis, not one o them 
mssng. The ][alts -hom we had left at Rome, let in 
the saine hotel with Count Filgatt, and to some purpose 
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lparently, for seated attentive]y next to :h[rs. [alt 
there also was that diminutive nobleman. 
As a family we saw at a glance that Amcrica was 
hot ]ikely .o be the poorer by one Count in spite of the 
way we had behaved to him. Iiss Callis, with four 
thousand dollars a year of ber own, was gong to offer 
them up to sustain the traditions of her country. 
Count, if she couhl help t, should not go a-beggng 
more than twice. Further impressions were lost in the 
shock of greeting, bit it recurred to me instantly to won- 
dcr whethcr liss Callis had really gone into the ques- 
tion of keelbg a Cotmt on that income, whether she 
would be able to give hm all the luxtries he had been 
brought up in anticipation of. It was interesting to ob- 
serve the slight embarrassment with which Count Fil- 
giatti re-encountered his earlier .-kmerican vision, and 
re-assurance when I gave him the bow of the most trav- 
elling of acquaintances. othing was further lrom 
thoughts than intericr]ng. Vhen I considered the nma- 
ber of egagements upon my hands already, it ruade 
me luite faint to contemplate even an arragimento in 
addition to them. 
We told the Ialts where we had been and they told 
us vhere they had been as well as we could across the 
table without seeming too confidential, and after dinner 
]mmeline ]ed the way to the enclosed verandah which 
commaded the Falls. " Corne along, ladies and gent]e- 
mon," saîd Emmelne, " and see the great big o]d Schaff- 
hausen Fraud. Performance begins at nine o'clock ex- 
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actly, and no reserve seats, so unless you want to gct left, 
[rs. :Portheris, you'd better put a hustle on." 
:Miss ]ialt had gone through several processcs of an- 
nihilation at lrs. Portheris's hands, and had alwass 
corne out of them so much livelier than ever that out 
Aunt Caroline had abandoned ber to America some time 
previously. 
" Emmeline! " exclaimed ZIrs. :Malt, " you arc too 
personal. 
" She ought to be sent to the childrcn's table," :Mrs. 
1-'orthcris rcraarked severely. 
" Oh, that's all right, Z[rs. lï)ortheris. I don't like 
milk puddings--they give you a double chin. I expect 
you've eaten a lot of 'em in your rime, haven't you, 
[is' Portheris? lqow, lk[r. ZIafferton, you sit here, and 
you, ]iis' Wick, you sit lere. That's right, Mr. Wick, 
you hold up the wall. I ain't proud, l'll sit on the floor 
--there now, we're every one fLxed. o, Sir. Dod, none 
of us ladies object to smoklng--Mis' Portheris smokes 
herself, don't you, ]Iis' Portheris? " 
" Emmeline, if you pass another remark to bed you 
go! " exclaimed ber mother wlth unction. 
"I was fourteen the day before yesterday, and you 
don't send people of fourteen to bed. I got a town lot 
or a birthday present. Oh, there's the French gcntlc- 
man! Bon soir, Mosieur.t Comnet va-t-il] At- 
tcdez!" and we vere suddenly bereft of Emme- 
line. 
" She's gone to play poker with that man from ]l:ar- 
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seilles," remarked :Mrs. :5Ialt. ":Really, husband, I 
don't know-" 
" You able to put a limit on the gaine? " asked 
poppa. 
Everybody laughed, and :Mr. :Malt said that it wasn't 
possible for Emmeline to play for money because she 
never could keep as much as rive francs in ber posses- 
sion, but if she did he'd think it necessary to warn the 
man from :Marseilles that h[iss :Malt knew the gaine. 
" And she's perfectly right," continued ber father, 
" in describing this illumination business as a fraud. I 
don't say it isn't pretty enough, but it's a fraud this way, 
they don't give you any choice about paying your moncy 
or it. :Now we didn't start boarding at this hotel, we 
vcnt to the one down there on the other side of the 
river. We were very much fatigued whenwe arrived, and 
cvcry member of our party went straight to bed. -ext 
day--I always call for my bills daily--what do I ilnd in 
my account but 'Illumination de la chute de la Rhin' 
one franc aplece." 
" And you hadn't ordered anything of the kind," 
sald poppa. 
" Ordered it? I hadnt even seen it! Well» I didn't 
lose my retaper. I took the document down to the 
office and asked to bave it explained to me. The ex- 
101anation was that it cost the hotel a large sum of 
money. I sald I guessed it did and it was also prob- 
ably expensive to get hot and cold water laid on but 
I didn't see any mention of that in the bill, though I 
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used the hot and cold water and didn't use thç illumina- 
tion." 
" That's s%" said poppa. 
" Well, thcn the fcllow said it was dine all on my 
account, or words to that effect, and that it was a beau- 
tiful illuminatiin and worth twice the moncy, and as 
it was the rule of the hotel he'd bave to trouble me for 
thc price of it." 
" Did you oblige hiln? " asked poppa. 
" Yes, I did. I hated to awfully, but you nevcr can 
tell where the law will land you in a foreign country., 
espccially when you can't converse with thc judge, and 
I din't expect any stranger ciuld get justice in Schaff- 
hausen against an hotel anyway. But I sent for my 
party's trunks, and we moved--down there to that little 
tlling like a castlc iverhanging the Falls. It was a castlc 
onc% I believ% but it's a deception niw, for they've 
turned it into an hotel." 
" Find it comfortable there? " inquired the Scnatir. 
" Well, I'm telling yiu. Pretty cimfirtable. You 
could sit in the garden and get as wet as yiu likid frira 
the spray, and no extra charge; and if you wanted to 
eat apricits at the saine time they only cost you a franc 
apiece. So when I saw how moderate they were e.,very 
way, I didn't think I'd have any trouble about the illu- 
mination, speeially as I heard that the three hotels whieh 
compose Sehaffhausen subseribed to run the eleetric 
plant, and I'd already helped one hotel with its sub- 
scrlption." 
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" Whc.n did you move in here?" asked poppa. 
"I ara coming to that. Well, I sav the show that 
nlght. I happened to be on an outside balcony when 
it came off, and I couldn't help seeing it. I wouldn't 
]et myself out so far as to enjoy it, for fear it might 
prejudice me later, but I certainly looked on. ¥ou 
can't keep your eyes shut for thrce-quarters of an hour 
for the sake of a principle valued at a franc a head." 
"I expect you had to pay," said poppa. 
" ¥ou're so impatient. I looked coldly on, and be- 
twcen the diffcrent coloured acts I ruade a calculation 
of the amount the hotel opposite was losing by its ex- 
tortion. I took considerable satisfaction in doing it. 
¥ou can gct excited over a little thing like that just as 
nmch as if it were the entire :[onroe Doctrine; and I 
couldn't sleep, hardly, that night for thinking of the 
things I'd say to the hotel clerk if the illumlnation item 
dccorated the bill next day. Cut mvself shaving in the 
orning over it--thing I never do. Vell, there it was 
--'Ill.«»ination de la cute de la Rhin,' saine old 
rench story, a franc apiece." 
"I thought, somehov, fron what you've been say- 
ing, that it would be there," remarked the Senator pa- 
tienQy. 
" Well, sir, I trled to control myself, but I gucss the 
clerk would tell you I was pretty wild. There asn't 
an argument I didn't use. I threw as many lights on 
the situation as they did on the Falls. I asked hlm how 
it would be if a person preferred his ]alls plain ? I told 
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him I paid him board and lodging for what Schaffhauscn 
could show me, not for what I could show Schaffhausen. 
I used the words 'pillage,' 'outrage,' and other unmis- 
takable terms, and I spoke o£ conmmnicating the mat- 
ter to the American Consul at Berne." 
"_And a£tcr that? " inquired the Senator. 
" Oh, it wasn't any use. After that I paid, and 
moved, lIoved right up here, this morning. But I" 
thought about it a good deal on the way, and com.luded 
that, if I wasn't prcpared to sample every hotel withil 
ten toiles of this cataraet for the sake of hot beiug im- 
posed upon, l'd bave to take up a differcnt attitude. SG 
I walked up to the manager the minutc we arrived, ficrcc 
as an Englishman--bcg your pardon, Squire [afferton, 
but the British bave a ferocious way with hotel man- 
agcrs, as a rule. I didn't mean anything pcrsonal--and 
said to him exactly as if it was my hotel, and he was 
merely stopping in it, ' Sir,' I said, ' I understand that 
the guests of this hotel are allowed to subscribe to an 
electric illmnination of the Falls of the Rhine. You 
nmy put nie down for ten francs. :Now I'm prepared, 
for the first time, to apprcciate the evening's entcrtaiu- 
ment." 
Shortly after the recital of 3[r. [alt's experienees 
the illmnination began, and we realised what i was rG 
drink coffee in fairyland. Poppa advises me, however, 
to attempt no description of the Falls of Schaffhausen 
by any light, because " there," he says, "you will corne 
into competition with Ruskin." The Senator is per- 
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tectl " satisfied with Ruskin's description of the Falls; 
he says he doesn't believe much could be added to it. 
Though he himselt  was somewhat depressed by them, 
he t%und that he liked them SG much better than Niag- 
ara. I heard him m'self tell rive different Alpine climb- 
ers, in precise figures, how much more water went over 
our own cataract. 
 It was discovered that evenlng that h[r. and [rs. 
[alt, and Emmeline, and hiiss Callis and the Count 
wcre going on to IIeidelberg and down the Rhine by 
prccisely the same train and steamer that we had our- 
sclves selected. :Mrs. Malt was looking forward to the 
ruins on the embattled Rhine with all the enthusiasm 
we had expended upon Venice, but Ir. Ialt declared 
himself SG full of the picturesque already that he didn't 
know how he was going to hold another castle. 



CtIAPTER XXV. 

WE were on our way from Basle to IIeidelberg, I re- 
member, and ][r. Malt was commenting sarcastically 
upon Swiss rcsources for naming towns as cxcmplificd 
in " Neuhauscn." " There's a lot about this country," 
said Mr. Malt, " that rcminds you of the world as it 
appeared about the time you built it for yourself every 
day with blocks, and ruade it lively with animals out of 
your Noah's krk. I can't say what it is, but that's a 
sample of it--' New tIouses!' Vhat a baby baa-lamb 
naine for a town! It would settle the nmnicipality in 
our part of the world--any railway would make a cir- 
cuit of fifty toiles to avoid it! " 
Ir. Iafferton and I had paused in our conversation, 
and these remarks reached us in full. They gave him 
the opportunity of bending a sympathetic glance upon 
me and saying, " ttow graphic your countrynmn are, 
[iss Vick." Cologne was only three days off, but 
[afferton never departed from the proprieties in his 
form of address, tte was in that respect quite the most 
docile and respectful person I bave ever round it neces- 
sary to keep in suspense. 
I said they were hot all as pictorial as ]Kr. ]k[alt, and 
293 
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noticed that his eye was wandering. It had wandered 
to :Miss Ca]Hs, who was snubbing the Çount, and ]ook- 
ing wonderfully we]l. I don't know whether I bave 
mentioned that she had blue eyes and black hair, but 
ber occupation, of course, would be becoming to any- 
bo@. 
" And for the matter of that your countrywomen, 
too," said Mr. Maffcrtom " I mn much gratificd to bave 
the opportunity of maMng/he acquMntance of another 
of them in this unexpected way. I find your friend, 
]liss Callis, a charming creature." 
Shc wasn't my friend, but the moment did not seem 
opportune for sa3-ing so. 
"I saw you talking a good deal to ber yesterday," 
I said. 
Mr. ][afferton tMsted Ms moustache with a look of 
guilty satisfaction wMch I ound hard to bear. ":Must 
I cry Peccav?" he sMd. " You see you were so--er 
preoccupied. ¥ou said you would rather hear about 
/he growth o the Swss Çonederac: and its relation 
to the IIelvetia of the Ancien/s another day." 
" That was quite true," I said indignantly. 
"I onnd Miss Calls anMous to be informed with- 
ont dclay, ' said :Mr. Mafferton, Mth a sl]ghtly rebnking 
accent. " She bas a very open mind," he went on 
musingly. 
" Oh, wonderfnlly," I sald. 
" And a highly retentive menory. It seems she 
v¢as shown over our place in Surrey last summer. S]ae 



A VOYAGE OF CONSOLATION. 295 

described it to me in the most perfect detai|. She must 
be very observant." 
" She's as observant as ever she can be," I remarked. 
" I expect she could describe you in the most perfect 
detail too, if she tried." I swcetened this with an ex- 
terior stalle, but I felt extremely rude inside. 
" Oh, [ fcar I couhl hot itattcr myself---but how 
interesting that would be! One has alwys lmd a de- 
sire to know the impression one makes as a wholc, so 
to speak, upon a fresh and unsophisticated yomg intelli- 
gence like that." 
" \Vell," I said, "there i.n't any reason why you 
shouldn't find out at once." For the Count had melted 
away, and Miss Callis was hot nearly so much occupied 
with her novel as she appeared to be. 
[r. [afferton rose, and again stroked hls moustache, 
-ith a quizzical disciplinary air. 
" Oh woman, in your hours of ease 
Uncertain, coy, and hard to please !" 
he quoted. " You are a very whimsical young lady, 
but since you send me avay I must abandon you." 
" Thanks so much! " I said. " I mean--I bave my- 
self to blame, I know," and as :Mr. Mafferton dropped 
into the seat opposite Miss Çallis I sav [rs. Portheris 
regard him austerely, as one for whom it was possible to 
make too much allowance. 
In connection with Iteldelberg I wish there were 
something authentic to say about Perkeo; but nobody 
would believe the quantity of wine he is supposed to 
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have drunk in a day, vhich is the statement oftenest 
ruade about him, so it is of no consequence that I bave 
forgotten the number of bottles. He isn't the patron 
saint of IIeidelberg, because he only lived about a hun- 
drcd and fifty years ago, and the first qualification for 
a patron saint is antiquity. As poppa says, there may 
be eldcrly gentlcmen in Heidelberg now whose grand- 
fatbcrs have warned them against the personal habits 
of lcrkeo from actual observation. Also we know that 
ho was a court jcster, and the pages of the Calendar, 
for somc rcason, are closed to persons in that walk of 
lire. Judging by the evidences of his popularity that 
survive on all sides, Mr. Malt declarcd that he was prob- 
ably worth more to the town in attracting residents and 
invcstors than half-a-dozen patron saints, and in this 
there may have been more truth than reverence. The 
Elector Charles Philip, whose court he jested for, cer- 
tainly made no such mark upon his tovn and time as 
Perkeo did, and in that, perhaps, there is a moral for 
sovereigns, although the Senator advises me not to dwell 
upon it. At all events, one writes of Iteîdclberg but 
one thinks of Perkeo, as he swings from the sign-boards 
of the IIaupt-Strasse, and stands on the lids of the beer 
 
mugs, and smiles from the extra-nmral decoration of the 
wine shops, and lifts his glass, in eternally good wooden 
fellowship, beside the big Tun in the Castle cellar. 
There is a Itotel Pcrkco, thcre nmst be Clubs Perkeo, 
probably a suburb and steamboats of the saine name, 
and the local oath « Per Perkeo! " has a barmless sound, 
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but nothing could be more binding in I[eidelberg. 
:Momma thought his example a very unfortunate one for 
a University town, but the rest of us were inclined to 
admire I)erkeo as a self-marie nmn and a success. As 
Dicky protested he had ruade the fullest use of the ca- 
1)acities :Nature had given him, it was cvident from his 
figure that he had even developcd them, and what more 
profitable course should the German youth follow? llc 
was cheerful everywhcrc--as the forcrumicr of the 
comic papcr one sui)poses he had to be--but most im- 
pressive in his eflàgy by his master's wine vat., in thc 
perpetual aroma that most inspired him, where, by a 
mechanical arrangement inside him, he still nmkes a 
joke of sorts, in somewhat graccless aspersion of the 
methods of the profcssional humorists. Emmcline round 
him very like her fat.her, and confidcd her impression to 
Irs. lalt. " Bt of course," she added condoningly, 
" poppa was different when you married him." 
Perkeo was not so sentimental as the Trumpeter of 
Sakkingen, and the Trumpeter of Sakkingen was hot so 
sentimental as the Heidelberg University studcnt.. The 
]teldelberg University student was as a rule very round 
and very young, and he seemed to give up the whole 
of his spare time to imitating the passion which I hope 
]ms not been permitted to enter too largely into this 
book of travels. 
Dicky and I agreed that it was a mere imitation; 
that is, Dicky said it was and I agreed. It could hot 
possibly amount to anything more, for it consisted 
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wholly in walking up and down in front of the house 
in which its object lived. We saw it being done, and 
it looked so uninteresting that we failed to realise what 
it meant until we inquired. [rs. Portheris's nephew, 
ir. Jarvis Portheris, who was acquiring German in 
][eidelberg, told us about it. Mrs. Portheris's nephew 
was just fourteen and slnaI1 of his age, but he, too, had 
selected the lady of his adlniration, and was taking regu- 
lar daily pedestrian exercise in front of ber residence. 
][e pointed out the residence, and observed with an 
enormous frown that " another man " had usurped the 
pavement in his absence, and was doing it in quick step 
doubtless to show his ardour. " IIe's a beastly German 
too," said B[rs. Portheris's nephew, "so I can't chal- 
lenge him, but l'll jolly well punch his head." 
" Corne on," said Dicky, "you'd better steady your 
nerves," and treated him liberallv to ginger-beer and 
currant buns; but we were not allowed to see the en- 
counter, which Mr. Jarvis Portheris, gratefully satiate, 
assured us must be conducted on strict lines of etiquette, 
with formaI preliminaries, tIe was so very young, and 
obviously knew so little about what he was doing, that 
we questioned him with some delicacy, but we discovered 
that thc practiee had no parallel, as Dicky put it, for 
lack of incident. It was accompanied in some cases by 
the writing of poetry, " German poetry, of course," said 
][rs. Portheris's nephew ineffably, but even that was 
more likely to bc exhibited as evldence of the writer's 
fervid state of lnind than to be sent to its object, who 
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plaltcd her hair and attendcd to her domestc dutcs as 
if nobody xvere in the street but thc fishmonger. In 
ir. Jarvis lortheris's case he did not know the colour 
of ber eyes, or the number of ber ycars; he had selected 
her, it seemed, at a venture, in church, irom a rear vew, 
sitting; and had nevcr seen her since. I)icky, whose 
predilections of this sort bave always been very active, 
asked him seriously why he adhcred to such a hollow 
mockery, and he said regretfu|ly that a fel|ow more or 
less had to; it was one of the beastly nuisances of being 
educated abroad. ]ut from what we saw of the German 
temperament generally we .vere convinced that as a na- 
tive demonstration it was sincere, and that its idiocy 
arose only, as Dicky expressed ît, from the remarkable 
lack in foreigners of business capacity. 
We all congratulatcd ourselvcs on sceing tIeidelberg 
whle the Unversty was in session, and we could ob- 
serve the large fat students n fiat blue and pnk and 
green club caps, sxvaggerng about the town accompaned 
by dogs of almost equal mportance. The largest ancl 
fattest, I thought, wore whlte caps, and, though :Mr. 
-arvis lortheris sald that whlte was the most arlstocratîc 
club's colour, they looked remarkably like bakers. The 
Senator had an object n Hedelberg, as he had n so 
many places, and that object was to nvestigate the prac- 
tce of duellng, which everybody understands to prevail 
to a deadly extent among the students. It was plain 
from ther appearance that personal assault at all events 
as regrettably common, for nearly everyone of them 
0 
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wore traces of it in their faces, wore them as if they were 
particularly becoming. Every variety ot? scar that could 
vell be ilnagined was represented, some healed, some 
hcaling, and some freshly gory. The youth with the 
most scars, we observed, gave himself the most airs, and 
the really vainglorious were, more or less, obscured in 
cotton-wool, evidcntly just from the hands of the sur- 
geon. The Senator examined them individually as they 
passed, with an irtquisitiveness whicl they plainly en- 
joyed, and was mucl impressed with their ighting quali- 
ries as a race, until [r. Jarvis :Portherîs happened to 
explain that the scars were very carefully given and re- 
ccivcd with an ahnost exclusive view to personal adorn- 
ment. Ir. Iafferton appeared to bave known this be- 
fore; but that was an irritating way he had--none of 
the rest of us did. The Senator regarded the next youth 
he met, who had elongated his mouth to run up into his 
ear without adding in the least to his charms of appear- 
ance, with barely disguised contempt, and when r. 
larvis Portheris proceeded to explain how the doctors 
pulled open the cuts if they promised to heal without 
leaving any sign of valour, poppa's impatience with the 
noble army of duellists grew so great that he could 
hardly remairt in Heidelberg till the traîn was ready to 
take him away. 
"But don't they ever by acc.ident do themselves any 
barre? " inquired my disappointed parent. 
" There's one case on record," said :[r. Jarvis Ior - 
theris, " and everybody here says it's true. One fellow 
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that was fighting happened to have a dog, and the dog 
was allowed in. Well, the other fellow, by accident, 
sliced off the end of the fellow that had the dog's nose 
--I don't mean the dog's nose, you know, but the fel- 
low's. That was going a bit far, you know; they don't 
generally go so far. Well, the doctor said that woulct 
be all right, they could easily make it grov on again; 
but when they looked for the nose---t]te dog h«d eaten it/ 
They never allow dogs in now." 
It was a simple little story, and it bore marks of un- 
mistakable age and many aliases, but it did much to 
reconcile the Senator fo the Unlversity student of 
tteidelberg, and especially to his dog. 



CHAI'TER XXVI. 

Eir had childlike lapses; she rejoiced greatly, 
for instance, af seeing a Strasbourg stork. She con- 
fessed, when she saw if, fo having read tXans Andersen 
when she was a little girl, and was happy in the resem- 
blance of the tall chimneys he stood on, and the high- 
pitched red roofs he surveyed, fo the pictures she remem- 
bered. But, for that matter, so were we all. We had 
an hour and a hall af Strasbourg, and we drove, of 
course, fo the Cathedral; but it was the stork that we 
saw, and that each of us privately considered the really 
valuable impression, l:[e stood beside his nest with his 
chin sunk in his neck, looking immensely lucky and 
wise, and one quite agreed with Emmeline that it must 
be lovely fo live under him. 
We lunched af the station, and, as the meal pro- 
gressed, saw again how widespread and sincere is the 
German sentiment to which I alluded, perhaps too light- 
ly, in the last chapter. Out waitresses were ail that 
could be desired, until there came between us and them 
a youth from parts without, tXe was sallow, and the 
waitresses were buxom; he might bave been a student 
of law or medicine, they were naturally of much lower 
802 
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degree. :But they frankly forsook us and sat down be- 
side him in terres of devotion and an open aspect of 
radiant happiness. When one went to draw his lagcr 
beer he put an unrepelled arm round the waist of the 
other, and when the first came back he chucked ber 
under the chin with undisguised affection, the while we 
looked on and starved, none knowing the language ex- 
cept Isabel, who thought of nothing but blushing. As 
Ir. Ialt said, if the young man could only bave ruade 
up his mind, we might have been able to get along with 
the rejected ont; but, apparently, he was hot in the least 
embarrassed by numbers, sending a large and beguiling 
stalle to yet a further hand-maiden, who passed envi- 
ously through the speise-salle with a basin of soup. It 
was only when Dicky stalked across to the old woman 
who sold sausages and biscuits behind a counter, and 
pointed indignantly to the person who held all the avail- 
able table service if the Strasbourg railway station on his 
knees, that we obtalned redress. The old woman laughed 
as if it were amusing, and called the maidens shrilly; 
but even then they came with reluctance, as if we had 
been mere schnapps instead of ten complete luncheons, 
one soup, and a bread and cheese, as Dicky said. The 
bread and cheese was the Count, and one gathered from 
it that the improvement in his immediate prospecs was 
hot yet assured, that the arrangimento was still in 
futuro. 
We had become such a large party, that it is impos- 
sible to relate the. whole of our experiences even in the 
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hall hour during which we dawdled round the Stras- 
bourg waiting-roorn until the train should start. I know 
it was then, for instance, that lIrs, lortheris took Dicky 
aside and told hirn how deeply she syrnpathised with hirn 
in his trying position, and bade hirn only be faithful to 
the dictates of his own heart and all would corne right 
in tirne. I know Dicky prornised faithfully to do so, but 
I must not dwell upon it. lor is the opportunity ade- 
quate to express the indignation we all felt, and hOt 
lIr. Mafferton merely, at the insufficient personal im- 
pression we ruade upon the German railway officiais. 
They were so completely preoccupied with their magniti- 
cent selves and their vast business that they were un- 
able even to look at us when we asked thern questions, 
and their sole conception of a reply was an order, in 
terrns that sounded brutal to a degree. They were ob- 
jectionably burly and red in the face; they wore an 
offensive number of buttons and straps upon their uni- 
forrns. As :5Ir. Jafferton said, they utterly rniscon- 
ceived their position in lire, atternpting to Kaiser the 
travelling public by Divine right instead of recognising 
tllernselves as humble servants, buttoned only to be rnade 
more agreeable to the eye. 
One such person trarnpled upon us fo such an extent 
that I bave never been able to satisfy myself that the 
Senator was sincere in rnaking his little mistake. We 
were sitting in dejected rows, with a nurnber of other 
foreigners who had been sirnilarly reduced, when this 
official entered the waiting-room, advanced to the raid- 
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dle of it, posed with great majesty, and emitted several 
bars of a kind of chant or chime. It was delivcrcd with 
too much vigour, and it stopped too abruptly, to be en- 
tircly enjoyablc; but there was no doubt about the 
musical intention. It ",vas pot even intoning; it '`vas 
singing, beginning with moderation, going on stronger 
with indignation, and ending suddenly in a crescendo 
of dcnunciation. 
We smiled in difiîcult self-rcsiraint as ho wcnt away, 
and Dicky remarked that he supposcd we wcre in thcir 
hands, ",ve couldn't objcct to anything thcy did to us. 
In rive minutes he came back to exactly the saine spot 
and sang again the saine words, in the saine key with 
the saine unction. " Encore! " exclaimed ][r.-[alt 
boldly, but cowered under the glare that was turned 
upon him, and utterly fell away when we remindcd him 
of the punishments attached in Germany to the charge 
of lèse m:]esté, t)recisely rive minutes more passed away, 
and :Bawlinbuttons, as Miss Callis called him, entered 
again. Then occurred the Senator's little mistake. In 
the midst of the second bar, thc indignant one, :Bawlin- 
buttons stopped short, petrified by poppa, who had ad- 
vanced and was holding out copper coins whose useful- 
ness we had left behind us, to the value of about fiftecn 
cents. 
"]:[ere's the collection," said poppa benevolently 
for an instant or two he was quite audible--" but unless 
you know some other tune the company wish me to say 
that they won't trouble you any further." 
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There are misunderstandings that are never rectified, 
sometimes because a train draws up at the platform as 
in this case, and sometimes for other reasons, and it was 
natural enough that poppa should rail to comprehend 
]3awlinbuttons' indignant shouts to the effect that a 
Kaiscr should never be mistaken for an orgamgrinder, 
mcrely because his tastes are musical either is it 
like]y that the various Teutons who were waiting for the 
information will ever understand why the announce- 
nent that the train for Saarburg, 2ffancy, Frankfort, 
and 'Iayence would leave at ten o'clock precisely was 
never comp]eted for the third time, according to the 
regulation. But we bave often wondered since what 
Bawlinbuttons did with the coppers. 
We divided up on the way to X[ayence, and k[r. and 
][rs. k[alt came into the compartment with the Senator, 
momnla, and me. [r. alt was unsatisfied with poppa's 
revenge on Bawlinbuttons, and proposed to make things 
awkward further for the guard. I-Ie said it could be 
done very simply, by a disagreement between himself 
and the Senator as to whether the windows should be 
open or shut. I-Ie said he had heard of a German guard 
put to the most enjoyable misery by such a dispute, hot 
knowing the language of the disputants and being forced 
to arbitrate upon their respective demands. [r. [alt 
had laughed at the Senator's joke, so the Senator, of 
course, had to assist at :Mr. ][alt's, and they began to 
work themselves up, as r. ][alt said, into the spirit 
of it. :Mr. Malt was to insist that the vindows should 
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be shut, he said he lad got a trifling cold, and the Sena- 
tor s to require them open in the interests of ventila- 
tion. They rehearsed their arguments, and momnm 
putting her head out of the window at the first small 
station cried, " :Be quick and change your expressions 
--he's coming! " 
In the presence of the guard Mr. Malt rose with dig- 
nity and closed the windows. The Senator, with a well- 
simulated scowl, at once opened them both. 
" Stranger! " said ]ir. :Malt, while momma fumbled 
for her ticket, "I shut those windows." 
" Sir," responded poppa, " if you had hot donc so I 
shouldn't have been obliged to open them." 
" I can't die of pneumonia, sir," said Mr. Ialt, again 
closing the window, " to oblige york." 
" *or do I feel compelled," returned the Senator 
furiously, " to asphyxiate nly family to rnake it com- 
fo.able for you! " and the window fell with a bang. 
The guard, holding out a massive hand for my ticket, 
took no notice whatever. 
" Put it up again," said [rs. [alt, who was more 
anxious than any of us to avenge herself upon the Ger- 
man railway system, " and try to break the glass." 
" Attract his attention, Alexander," said momma. 
" Pull one of his silly buttons off." 
The guard gave no slgn--he was replacing the elas- 
tic round my book of coupons after detaching the 
green one on which was printed, "Strasburg nach 
Mainz." 
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Poppa and hlr. hlalt were sitting opposite each other 
in the middle of the. carriage. 
"I tell you l've got bronchial trouble, and I won't 
be manslaughtered," cried hlr. hlalt, hurling himself 
UllOn the strall , while pOplla seized the guard by the arm 
and llointed to the closed window. The only foreign 
language with which llOplla is acquainted is that used 
by the Indians on the banks of the Saguenay river, a few 
words of which he acquired while salmon fishing there 
two years ago. These he poured forth upon the guard 
--they were the only ones that occurred to bien, he said 
--at the saine time threatening with his disengaged fist 
bodily assault upon Ir. Malt. 
" That ought to draw him," said Irs. falt. 
It did draw him. 
" Leave go! " he said to poppa, and his air of au- 
thority was such that poppa left go. " Is this here a 
lunatic party, or a young menagerie, or what? :hTow 
look here," he continued, taking Mr. Malt by the elbow 
and seating him with sonne violence in a corner seat and 
shutting the window. " If you've got eight tickets for 
yourself say so, if you haven't that's as much an' more 
than you are entitled to. The other gentleman- " 
:But the Senator had already collapsed into the furthest 
corner and was looking fixedly through the closed glass. 
" Tell, all l've got to say is," he went on, lowering that 
window with decision, " that you can't go kickin' up 
rows in this country saine as you do at home, an' if 
you can't get along more satisfactory togethcr l'll, " 
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here something interrupted him, requiring to be trans- 
ferred from the Senator's hand to the nearest convenient 
pocket. "As I was goin' to say, gentlemen, there isn't 
any what you might call strict rule about the windows, 
an' as far as rm concerned, you can settle it for your- 
selves." 
Whereupon he swung along to the next carriage, the 
train having started, and left us to reflect on the incon- 
gruity of an English railway guard in Germany. 
It was curious, but the incident left behind it a 
certain coolness, so well dcfined that when momma sug- 
gested that the Malts' window should be lowered as it 
was belote to give us a current of air, Z[rs. [alt said 
she thought it would be better to abide by the decision 
of the guard, now that we had referred it to him, and 
momma said " Oh dear me, yes," if she preferred to do 
so, and everybody established the most aggressively pri- 
rate relations with books and newspapers. It was quite 
a relief when ZIrs. ]ortheris came at the next station 
to nquire whether, if we had no married Germans in 
our compartment, we could possibly make room for 
:[sabel. Mrs. t)ortheris had married Germans in her 
compartment, two pairs of them, and she could no longer 
permit ber daughter to observe their behaviour. " They 
obtrude theîr domestlc relations," said Mrs. lortheris, 
" in the most disgusting way. They are continually 
patting each other. Quite middle-aged, too! And call- 
ing each other ' Leibchen,' and other things which nmy 
be worse. :My poor Isabel is dreadfully embarrassed, 
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for, of course, she can't always look out of the îndow. 
_And as she understands the language, I can't possibly 
tell what "she ma:y overhear! " 
We ruade room for Isabel, but the train te ]£[ayence 
was crowded that day, and before we arrived we had 
ample reason te believe that conjugal affection is net 
only at home but abroad in Germany. The Senator, at 
one point, threatened te travel on the engine te avoid it. 
:tIe used, I think the language of exaggeration about it. 
/te said it was the most objectionable article ruade in 
Germany. But I did net notice that Isabel devoted her- 
self at all seriously te looking out of the window. 



CHAPTER XXVIL 

" Y[E tells me," said Iiss Callis, "that you are to 
give him his ansver at Cologne." 
" Does he, indeed'." said I. We were floating down 
the Rhine in the socicty of our friends, two hundred 
and fLfty other floatcrs, and a string ban& We had left 
the battlements of Bingen, and the blouse Tower was in 
sight. As we had already acquired the legend, and were 
sitting behind the smoke stack, there was no reason why 
we should hot discuss ]Ir. ][afferton. 
" I suppose he does not, by any chance, mention an 
alternative lady," I said carelessly. 
" I don't know," said Miss Callis, "that I should be 
disposed to listen to him if he did. IIe would bave to 
put it in some other light." 
"Why should you objeet?" I asked. " Isabel is 
quite a proper person to marry him. ]X[ueh more so, I 
often think, than I." 
" Oh! " said Niss Callis without meaning to. " I 
thlnk he has outgrown that taste. In fact, he told me 
BO. » 
"tte is for ever seeking a fresh bosom for a confi- 
dence! " I eried. 
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[iss Callis looked at me with more interest than she 
would have wished to express. 
" What do you really think of him?" she askcd. 
" I sometimes feel as if I had known you for years," and 
she took my hand. 
I gave hers a gentle pressure, and edged a llttle 
nearer. "He bas good shoulders" I remarked critic- 
ally. 
" You would hardly marry him for his sloulders!" 
" It doesn't scem quite enough," I admtted, " but 
then--his information is always so accurate." 
" If you think you would ]ike living wlth an en- 
cyclopcdia." :h[iss Callis had begun to look embarrassed 
by my hand, but I still permitted it to nestle confidingly 
in hers. 
"tte pronounces all his g's," I said, " anddid you 
ever see hlm in a silk bat?" 
" I don't think you are really attached to him, dear." 
(The " dear" was a really creditable sacrifice to tho 
sîtuation.) 
" I sometimes think," I murmured, "that one never 
knows one's own heart until some sudden circumstance 
puts it to the test. :Now if ]: had a rival--in you, for 
instance--and I suddenly saw myself losing--but, of 
course, that is impossible so far as you are concerned. 
:Because of the Count." 
" The Count isn't in it," said iss Callis firmly. 
"At least at present." 
":But," I protested, "somebody must provide for 
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himl I was so ]]appy in the thought that you had un- 
dertaken it." 
l[is Callis gave me back my hand. She looked as if 
she would bave liked to throw it overboard. 
' As you say," she said, " it is a litt]e diticult to 
make up one's mind. Don't you think those rocks to 
the right may be the Lorelei. I must go and tell lirs. 
lialt. She won't be ilt to trave] with for a week if s]]e 
misses the Lorelei." And :Miss Callis left me to reflect 
upon the inconsistencies of my sex. 
" Do you realise," said Dicky, as, with an assumed 
air of nonchalance, he sauntered up and took ]]er chair» 
" that we shall be in Cologne in rive hours? " 
" Fatcful Cologne," I said. " There are ]-{,)man 
remains, I believe, as well as the Cathedral and the 
scent. Also a l[useum of Industrial Art, but we'll skip 
that." 
"We'll skip all of if," replied [r. Dod, with deter- 
mination, " you and I and Isabel. The train for I)aris 
leaves at nine precisely." 
" Haven't you ruade up your minds to let me off," 
I pleaded. "I ara sure you would be happier alone. 
It's so unusual to elope with two ladies." 
" You don't seem to realise ]]ow Isabel bas been 
brought up," Dicky returned patiently. " She can't 
travel alone with me, don't you see, until we are married. 
Afterwards she'll chaperone you back to your party 
again. So it will be all right for you, don't you see?" 
I was obliged to say I saw, and we arranged the de- 
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tails. We would reach Cologne about six, and Isabcl 
and :[, who would share a room as usual, were secretly 
to pack one bag between us, vhich Dicky would smuggle 
out of the hotel and send to the station. Isabel was to 
be fatigued and dine in ber room; I was to ]cave the 
table d'hôte early to solace lier, Dicky was to dine at a 
café and meet us at the station. We would put out the 
lights and lock the door of the apartment on our de- 
1)arture, and the chambermaid with hot water in the 
norning wou]d be the £rst to discover our flight. We 
ionly regretted that we could hot be there fo see the 
astonishment of the chambermaid. " I wont lai] you," 
I assurcd Mr. Dod, " but what about Isabel? :[sabel is 
cssential; in fact, I won't consent to this e]opement 
without ber." 
" Isabel," said Dicky dubiously, "is all rlght, so 
far as her intentions go. :But she'd be the better for a 
little stiffening. Would you mind " 
:[ groaned in spirit» but went in search of :[sabel, 
thinking of phrases that might stiffen lier. [ round ber 
looking undecided, witll a pencil and a slip of paper. 
" Itow lucky you are»" [ said diplomatically, sinking 
into the nearest chair, "to be going to wind up your trip 
on the Continent in such a delightful way. It will be 
ah--something to remember all your lire." 
" Oh, I suppose so," said Isabel plaintively, " but 
I should so much prefer to be donc in church. If mare- 
ma would only consent! " 
" She never would," I dcclared, for I fclt that I 
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must sec Isabel Mrs. Dod within the next day or two 
at all costs. 
"A registry office sounds so uninterestlng. I sup- 
pose one just goes--as one is." 
ci don't think veils ami trains are worn," [ oh- 
served, " except by persons of high tank who do hot al»- 
1,rove of the lnarriage service. [ don't know what the 
Marqus of Queensberry might do, or Mr. G rant Allen." 
" Of course, the ceremonv doesn't matter to Htem," 
replied Isabel intelligently, '" boeause /hey would just 
wear mOrlling dl'ess anywhere." 
" Looking at it that way, they haven't much to lose," 
I eonceded. 
" And no wedding cake," grieved Isabel, " and no 
recel)tion at the bouse of tlle bride's nlother. And you 
(.,n't have your pictu.re hl the Queen.'" 
" There would be a diculty," I said, " abont the 
descriptive part." 
" And no favours for the coachmau, and no trous- 
,, 
S(all  
"'f wonder," I said, " whether, under those circunl- 
stances, it's really worth while." 
" Oh, well! " said Isabel. 
" It's a night to Paris, and a morning to Dover," I 
said. " We will wait for the others at Dover--I fancy 
they'll hurry--that'll be another dav. l'll take one 
robe de nuit, IsabeI, three pocket handkerchiefs, one 
brush and comb, and tooth brush. ¥ou shall bave ai1 
the rest of the bag." 
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" You are a perfect love," exclaimed Miss Portherls, 
with the most touching gratitude. 
" We will share the soap," I continued, " until you 
are married. Afterwards " 
" Oh, 5"ou can bave it then," said Isabe], " of course," 
and she looked at the Castle of Rheinfels and blushed 
bcautifully. 



CHAPTER XXVIII. 

"TR was only one thing that disappolnted me," 
[rs. lalt was saying at the dinner table of the Cologne 
hotel, "and that wasn't so much what you would eall 
a disappointment as a surprise. White windows-blinds 
in a robber castle on the Rhine I did hot expect to see.'" 
I slipped away before momma had time to announce 
and explain her disappointments, bnt I heard her begin. 
Then I felt sale, for criticism of the Rhine is absorb- 
ing matter for coversation. The steamer's custom of 
giving one stewed plums with chicken is an affront to 
civilisation to last a good twenty minutes by mvself. 
I tried to occupy and calm Isabel's mind with it as we 
walked over to the station, under the twin towers of thc 
Cathedral, but with indifferent success. To add to her 
agitation at this crisis of ber lire, the top button cmne 
off ber glove, and when that happened I felt the inutil- 
ity of words. 
We passed the policemen on the Cthedral square 
with affected indifference. We believed we were hot 
liable to arrest, but policemen, when one is eloping, bave 
a forbidding look. We refrained, by mutual arrange- 
ment, from turning once to look back for possible pur- 
317 
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suers, but that is nota thing I would undertake to do 
again under similar circumstances. We even had the 
hardihood to buy a box ot chocolates on the way, that 
is, Isabel bought them, while I watched current events 
at the contectioner's door. The station was really only 
about seven minutes' walk trom the hotel, but it seemed 
an hour before I was able to point out Dicky, alert and 
expectant, on the edge of the plattorm behind the line 
of cabs. 
" So near the tàflfilment of his hopes, poor fellow," 
I remarked.  
" Yes," concurred Isabel, " but do you know I al- 
most wish he wasn't coming." 
" Don't tell him so, whatever you do," I exclailned. 
«, I know Dicky's sensitive nature, and it is just as likely 
as not that he would take you at your word. .oEnd I 
will not elope with you alone." 
I need hot have been alarmed. Isabel had no in- 
tention of rcducing the party at the last moment. I 
listened for protests and hesitations when they met, but 
all I heard.was, "Hat'e you got the bag?" 
Dicky had the bag, the tickets, the places, every- 
thing. Ite had already assumed, though only a husband 
of to-morrow, the imperative and responsible connection 
with Isabel's arrangements. Ite told her she was to sleep 
with ber head toward the engine, that she was to drink 
nothing but soda-water at any of the stations, and that 
she must not, on any account, leave the carriage when 
we changed for Paris until he came for her. It would 
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be my business to see that these instructions were car- 
ried out. 
" Vhat shall I do," I asked, "if she cries in thë 
night . " 
But Dicky was sweeping us toward the waiting-room, 
and did hot hear me. He placed us carefully in the seats 
nearest the main door, which opened upon the departure 
platform, full of people hurrying to and fro, and of 
the more leisurely movement of shunting trains. The 
lamps were lighted, though twilight still hung about; 
the scene was pleasantly exciting. I said to Isabel that 
]: never thought I should enjoy an elopement so much. 
"I shall enjoy settling down," she replied thought- 
fullv. « Dicky has promised me that all the china shall 
be hand-painted." 
" You won't mind my leaving you for rive seconds," 
said [r. Dod, suddenly exploring his breast-po«ket; 
" the train doesn't lcave for a quarter of an hour yet, and 
I find I haven't a smoke about me," and he opened the 
door. 
" :ot more that rive seconds then,"  said, for noth- 
ing is nore trying to the nerves than to wait for a traiu 
which is due in a few minutes and a man who is buying 
cigars at the saine time. 
Dicky left the door open, and that was how I heard 
a strangely familiar voice, with an inflexion of enforced 
cahn and repression, suddenly address him from be- 
hind it. 
" Good evetbtg, Dod ! " 
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I did hot shriek, or even grasp Isabel's hand. 
s.imply got up and stood a little nearer the door. But 
I ha'e known few moments so electrical. 
"My dear chap, how are vou? " exclaimed Dicky. 
" ]Iow are you? Sta'ing in Co]ogne? I'm just off to 
Paris." 
I thought I heard a heavy sigh, but it was somewhat 
lost in the trundling of the porters' trucks. 
'" Then," said Arthur Page, for I had hot been de- 
ceived, " itis as I supposed." 
" What did you suppose, old chap ? " asked Dicky in 
a joyous and expansive tone. 
" You do hot go alone? " 
The bitterness of this was hot a thing that could be 
communicated to paper and ink. 
" Wby, no," said Dicky, " the fact 
I saw the -ave---it was characteristic--with which 
5If. Page stopped him. " I bave been made acquainted 
with the facts," he said. " Do hot dwell upon them. 
I do hot, cannot, blame 3"ou, if 3"ou bave really won ber 
hcart." 
" So far as I know," said Dicky, with some hauteur, 
" there's nothing in it to give yoz the hump." 
" Why waste rime in idle vords? " replied Arthur. 
" Yott will lose your train. I could never forgive myself 
if I were the cause of that." 
" You won't be," said Dicky sententiously, looking 
at his watch. 
"But I must ask--must demand--the privilege o 
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one parting 'ord," said Arthur firmly. " Do hot be 
apprehensive of any painful scene. I desire only to wish 
her every happiness, and to bid her farewell." 
:Mr. Dod, though on the eve of his wedding day, was 
hot wholly oblivious of the love affairs of other people. 
I could see a new-born and overwhelming comprehension 
of the situation in his face as he put his head in at the 
door and beckoned to Isabel. Evidently he could not 
trust himself to speak. 
" Miss Portheris," he said, with magnificent self-con- 
trol, " :Ir. Page. ir. Page would like to wish you 
every happiness and to bid you farewell, Isabel, and I 
don't see why he shouldn't. We bave still rive nainutes." 
There are limits to the propriety of all practica] 
jokes, and I walked out at once to assure Arthur that his 
misunderstanding was quite natural, and somewhat less 
exquisitely humorous than Ir. Dod appeared to find it. 
"I ara merely eloping too," I said, " in case any- 
thing should happen to Isabel." Realising that this was 
also being misinterpreted, I added, " She is hot accus- 
tomed to travelling alone." 
We had shaken hands, and that always makes a 
situation more normal, but there was still plainly an 
enormous amount to clear up, and painfully little time 
to do it in, though Dicky with great consideration im- 
mediately put Isabel into the carriage and followed ber 
to its remotest corner leaving me standing at the door, 
and Arthur holding it open. The second bell rang as 
I learned from [r. Page that the Pattersons had gone 
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to Newport this summer, and that it was extremely hot 
in ïew ]"ork when he left. As the guard came along 
the platform shutting up the doors of the train, Arthur's 
agitation increased, and I saw that his customary surfer- 
ing in connectiou with me, was quite as great as any- 
body couhl desire. The guard had skipped out carriage, 
but it was already vibrating in departure--creaking 
--moving. I looked at Arthur in a manner--I con- 
fess it--which annihilatcd our two months of separa- 
tion. 
" Then since you'rc not going to marry Dod," he 
inquircd breathlessly, walking along with the train- 
"" l've heard various reports--whom, may I ask, are 
you going to marry? " 
" Why, nobody," I said, " unless " 
" Vcll, I should think so! " ejaculated .krthur, and 
in spire of the frightful German language used by the 
guard, he jumped into the carriage. 
lIc has maintained ever since that he was obliged 
to doit in order to explain his presence on the platform, 
which was, of course, carrying the marrer toits logical 
conclusion. It seemed that the Senator had ad-«ised him 
to corne over and meet us accidentally in Venice, where 
he had intimated that reunion would be only a question 
of privaey and a full moon. On his arrival at Veniee 
it was lt;s gondola that we shared--the Senator had dis- 
eouraged him for the moment and had sinee eonstantly 
telegraphed him that the opportune moment had hot yet 
arrived. Finally poppa had written to say that» though 



-I 

"\\'hom tre you going to marry ?" 
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he grieved to announce that I was engaged to Dicky, 
and he could hot guarantee any disengagement, he was 
still operating to that end. This, however, precipitated 
Mr. Page to Cologne, where observation of our move- 
ments at a distance brought him to the wrong conclu- 
sion, but fortunately to the right platform. As Isabel 
remarked, if such things were put in books nobody would 
bclieve them. 
It scemed quite unreasonable and absurd whcn ",ve 
talked it over that Arthur and I should travel from 
Cologne fo Dovcr mercly towitness the nuptials of I)icky 
and Isabel. As Dicky pointed out, nmreover, our moral 
s,lpport whcn it came to the interview with Irs. For- 
thcris would be much more valuablc if if were unitcd. 
There would be the registrar--one restrar would do-- 
ad thcre would be the opportunity of making it a SlUarc 
party. These were Dicky's arguments; Arthur's were 
more personal but cqually convincing, and I must adroit 
that I thought a good deal of the diplomatie anticipation 
of that magnificent wedding which was to illustratc aud 
adorn tlm survival of the methods of the Doge of Venice 
in thc family of a Senator of Chicago. And thus it was 
that we were all married sociably tog'ethcr in ])over 
the following morning, desIatching a tclcgram imme- 
diatelv aftcrwards to the Senator at the Colognc hotel 
as follows: 
"We have eloped. 
" (Signed) R. and I. 
" _. and M. 
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Later on in the day we added details, to show that 
ve bore no malice, and announced that we were pre- 
pared to await the arrival of the rest of the party for 
an F length of time at Dover. 
We even went dmvn to the station to meet them, 
where recriminations and congratulations were so min- 
gled that it was impossible, for some time, to tell whether 
ve were most blessed or banne& Even in the confusion 
of the moment, however, I noticed that -[r. l[afferton 
ruade Miss Callis's baggage his special care, and saw 
clearly in the cordiality of ber sentiments toward me, 
and the firmness of ber manner in ordering him about, 
that the future peer had reached hi last alternative. 
I rejoiqe to add that the day also showed that even 
Count Filgiatti had fallen, in the general ordering of 
rates, upon happiness with honour. I noticed that Em- 
meline vigorously protected him from the Customs 
officer who wished to confiscate lais cigarettes, and I 
mentioned ber air of proprietorship to ber father. 
" Why, yes," said Mr. lIalt, " he offered himself as 
a count you see, and Emmeline seemed to think she'd 
like to have one, so I closed with him. There isn't any- 
think likely to corne of it for three or four years, but he's 
willing to wait, and she's got to grow." 
I expressed my felieitations, and Nf. 2[alt added 
somewhat regretfully that it would bave been better if 
he'd had more in his elothes, but that was what you lad 
to expect with counts; as a rule they didn't seem to 
bave what you might call any money use for pockets. 
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In the meantime they were taking him home to edu- 
cate him in the duties of American citizenship. :Emme- 
line put it to lne briefly, " I'm hot any Daisy Z[iller," 
she said, " and I prefer to lire out of Rome." 
Once a year the present Lady [affertoa iavites ][rs. 
Portheris to tea, and I know they discuss my theory of 
engagements in a critical spirit. We bave never seea 
either [iss :Nancy or Miss Cora ]ingham again, and 
I should bave t:orgotten the names of :5If. Pabbley and 
Mr. Hinkson by this rime îf I had hot written them 
down in earlier chapters. Arthur and I have not yet 
ruade up our minds to another visit to England. We 
have several friends there, however, whom we alvl)reciate 
exceedingly, in spite, as we often say to one another, of 
their absurd and deplorable accent. 
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"Stripped of thelr bristllng envelope of dla]ect, the eore of these experiences emergres 
as lumps of pure comedy, as refreshlng as traveler's trees in a thirsty land ; and the 
literary South may be grateful that it has a living wrlter able and willing to cultivate a 
neglected patch of its wide domain with such charming skill."--The Critic. 
M R. FOP, TNER'S :[AP, ITAL CLAI3IS, and O/ber 
Stories. x6mo. Boards, 50 cents. 
"When the last story is finished we feel, in imitation of Ollver Twist, like asklng 
for more."--t)ublic Opinion. 
"Quaint and lifelike pletures, as characterlstic in dialect as in description, o[ 
Georgia scenes and characters, and the quaintness of its humor is entertaining and 
delightful." ll"aalting/on Pub/fo 02kinion. 

D. APPLETON & CO., 7 Fifth Avenue..New York. 



D. APPLETON AND COMPANY'S PUBLICATIONS. 

BEATRICE WHITBY'S NOVELS. 
Each, 12mo, cloth, I.OO ; paper, 50 cents. 
S UNSIE T. 
'«' Sunset' will fully meet the expectations of Miss Whitby's many admirers, 
while for those (if such there be) who may hot know her former books it will form a 
very appetizing introduction to these justly popular stories."--London Glob¢. 

.[-]'.I? M IVMK.E.NI.NGOff" .,IM )? Y .F.E.NI/VICK. 
" Miss Whitby is far above the average novelist .... This story is original 
without seeming ingenious, and powerful without being overdrawn."--/Vew ]'ork 
Commercial M dzertiser. 

ART O.F TH.E PROPIEIVTY, 
"The book is a thoroughly good one. The theme is the rebellion of a spirited 
girl against a match which has been arranged for her without ber knowledge or con- 
ent .... It is refreshing to rcad a novel in which there is hot a trace or slipshod 
work."--London .'ectator. 

3 rA TTER OF SKILL. 
'« A very charming love story, x'hose heroine is drawn with original kill 
beauty, and whom everybody will love for ber splendld if very independent character." 
--Bo$lan l-lame ournaL 

NiE R.EMSO.W IVHY. 
"' A remarkably wcll-wtitten story .... Thc author makes hcz peoplc spcak 
che language of evcryday llfc, and a vigorous and attractive zcalism pervadcs thc 
book."--Boston Saturday 2venin K Gazette. 

.IV THE S U_N TIIIr IE O.F HiEi YO U TH. 
"' The story bas a refreshing air of novelty, and the people that figure in it are 
depicted with a vivacity and subtlety that are very attractive."--Boston 23eacan. 

MR Y .F.EWIVICA" 'S DM UGHTER. 
"A novel which will rank high among those of the present season."-- 
Boston A dverti«er. 

]V THiE LMK.E OF L UC;E2]VA, and other Stories. 
I6mo. ]3oards, with speeially designed eover, o cents. 
"' Six short stories carefully and conscientiously finished, and told with the graceful 
case of the practiced racontot«r."Literary 2HK¢st. 
"Very dainty, hot only in mechanlcal workmanshlp but in matter and manner." 
Boaton A dertiaer. 

D. APPLETON AND COMPANY, NEW YORK. 
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SOME NOTABLE AMERICAN FICTION 
APPLETONS' T0WN AND COUNTRY LIBRARYo 
Each, t2mo, cloth, $I.OO ; paper, 5o cents. 
w4COLO_/VIAZ .FI¢EE-LA_/VCE. By CH,,AUNCEY C. 
IIoTcIKISS, author of " In Defiance of the King. 
*'We have had storles oi r the Revolution dealing with its statesmen, its soldiers» 
and its home lire, but the good baoks relating to adventnre hy sea have bcen few and 
far between. The best of these for many a moon is ' A Co]ouial Free-Lance ' Th, re 
i_ a rattle and dash, a continuity of adventure that constantly chaius the reader's atten- 
tion and makes the book delightful reading."--t/ti[ade[2#t'a lnquirer. 
IIE SU_/V OF SARATOGA. By JOSEPH A. 
ALTStlELER. 
" Taken altogether,' The Sun of Saratoga ' is the best historical noe'el of American 
orin that has been written for years, if hOt, indeed, in a fresh, simple, unpretending, 
unlabored, manly way, that we have ever read."--2tzv ]'erk l«iland 
COSTELLO. 
"This story is one of the rem old-çshioned klnd that nove! readers will take de- 
l;ght in perusing. There are incident and adventure in plenty. The characters are 
bold, knighdy, and chlvalrous, and delighttoi entertainers."--Bo,ton Courier. 
TE ]2VTq]GOEES. A Novel. D. 
JOH 
]ARRY.- 
"The story is a wholesome, enllvening blt of romance. It rlngs pure and sweet, and 
is most happy in its characterizations."--Boxton l-]erald. 
«'A bright society nove|, sparkling with wit and entertaining from beginning to 
end."--Bosto,« Time. 
IW DEF[A_IVCE OF THE £']2VG. A Romance 
of 
the Ameriean Revolution. By CHAUNCY C, HOTCHK|SS. 
"' Thrills from heglnning to end with the spirit of the Revolutlon .... His whole 
storv is so absorbing that you will sit up far int,, the nlght to finish it, and |ay it a-side 
witl the feel;.ng that you have se¢n a gloriously true plcture ofthe Revolution.",,. 
tot Herald. 
IJV OZD Romance of a 
JVE IV 
.ENG L A ND. 
The 
Colonial Freside. By HEZEKIAH ]]UTTERXVORTH. 
« We do hot remember ny other volume whch holds wthn ts covers a seres of 
such charmin leeends and traditions of New England's earlier hlstory .... ' In OId 
New England' Oosseses a eharm rare indeed. It will be wel¢omed by young and old 
alike."--New York ¢lail aml Exprexx. 

D, APPLETON AND COMPANY. NEW YORK. 



